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PEE FAC  E  . 


Nearly  six  years  ago  the  compiler  of  this  little  book  seat  forth  The  Gem.  It  was  issued  to  meet  what  many  had 
long  felt  to  be  a  want  in  our  Sunday  School  Hymnology — a  book  selected  from  the  principal  books  in  use,  which, 
"  without  partiality  for  any  composer,  or  prejudice  against  any,"  should  bring  together  the  most  appropriate  and 
favourite  pieces,  and  give  to  our  schools  the  cream  of  many  selections  in  the  space  and  for  the  price  of  one.  The  success 
of  The  Gem  was  far  greater  than  our  highest  expectations.     To  quote  from  the  "  Preface  to  Second  Edition  : " 

"  The  rapid  sale  of  the  first  edition  of  TnE  Gem,  and  the  very  many  kindly  notices  it  has  elicited  from  Sunday 
School  friends  in  all  parts  of  the  Province,  afford  gratifying  proof  that  it  has  in  some  degree  fulfilled  the  wishes  of  the 
Compiler,  and  supplied  a  want  in  our  Schools.  It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  it  has  secured  a  place  among  the  various 
denominations,  and  that  in  Episcopalian,  Methodist,  Baptist,  Presbyterian  and  Congregational  Schools,  it  is  the  book 
which  supplies  the  children's  Service  of  Song,  and  that  in  hundreds  of  Christian  families  its  pages  furnish  the  united 
Sabbath  hymn  of  praise." 

Five  years  have  passed  since  the  above  was  written,  and  several  editions  of  the  book  have  been  published, 
amounting  in  the  aggregate  to  many  thousands,  and  the  demand  for  it  continues  still.  But  since  its  publication,  a 
large  number  of  pieces  have  been  issued,  some  of  great  beauty ;  and  it  appes#ed  to  the  compiler  that  the  time  had  arrived 
for  the  production  of  a  new  book  containing  those  and  a  few  older  favourite  pieces  which  did  not  appear  in  The  Gem, 
and  so  The  Jewel  is  laid  before  our  Canadian  Sunday  Schools. 

As  in  The  Gem,  there  are  inserted  a  number  of  hymns  without  music  (upwards  of  a  hundred),  "for  the  most  part 
old  favourites,  such  as  are  found  in  every  Church  Hymn  Book,  and  the  use  of  them  will,  it  is  hoped,  be  that  link  in 
the  worship  of  the  Church  and  the  Sabbath  School  which  it  is  so  desirable  to  preserve."  To  each  of  these  the  name  of 
an  appropriate  tune  is  affixed,  all  selected  from  The  Christian  Psalmist,  the  new  tune  book  issued  by  the  Sunday  School 
Union  of  England.     It  is  hoped  that  this  arrangement  will  be  helpful  to  the  organist  or  leader. 

With  the  same  desire  and  in  the  same  words  that  he  sent  forth  The  Gem,  the  compiler  now  sends  forth  Thb 
Jewel.  "May  the  blessing  of  God  rest  upon  this  little  book  !  May  it  help  many  youthful  hearts  to  join  in  the  Service 
of  Praise,  and  aid  in  teaching  them  on  earth  the  worship  of  the  upper  Sanctuary,  and  the  more  glorious  music  of 
'  The  Land  beyond  the  River.'  " 

Toronto,  1st  July,  1S73. 
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great   sal  -  va  -  tion  !  Praise  Etirn  for    His       precious     love  !  )  0        ,  ,  ,  ,    ,  , 

Heav'n  you  meet  Him,  There  to  praise  Him    with-out     end  !  j  Sweet  ho  "  san  "  nahs>     sweet   ho  "  san  "  nahs> 


f-P 


:^=pi 


II 


i — p- 


—\ — i— 


\w 


-I — I- 


:«£=* 


To  the  name  of 


Je  -  sus  sing!  Sweet  hosannahs, 
-P-  -*-     ^o-    -^-  -»-  -*-  -a>- 


i 
sweet  hosannahs,    To  the  name  of      Je  -  sus  sing  ! 


-e 


3=t 


i^zqez: 


=P=pK 


fcg= 


2    Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder.        STRIKE!    STRIKE   FOR    VICTORY. 


W.  H.  Doanb. 


!|El^lji=f 


ifct 


=ST 


£ 


^=p= 


3SSE 


=T 


1 1      n   I— ^~ 


3=4 


1.     Strike!  0  strike  for  vicfry,     Soldiers  of   the    Lord,        Hoping  in  His    mer-cy,  Trusting  in  his    word; 


-j-  -i-  r  r 


fcit 


:*=:^=iir 


.1* — «__* — ^_ 


1 — h 


*^P- 


^■=n^. 


-F   P   P- 


:|*=:fe=^=jar 


-*-=-•-. 


3= 


>» — 0 — m-^m-\-\ 1 — j- 


2= 


xh— N 


&*fd* 


Lift  the  gos  -  pel  ban-ner     High  a-boye  the  world_;      Let  its  folds  of  beau-ty,     Ev  -  er  be    tin  -  furled 

—p-^t-p—p- 


fr-\>~* 


ItoZ^ 


w — »— to- 


Chorus. 


:2=t 


P^ 


i=^=i~rri=rg^"^     g 


Se^ 


^± 


V^^-  I 


:«-p- 


Strike!  strike  for    vie  -  fry,      He  -  roes 


bold  j 


&s^mm 


Strike !  till    the    vie  -  fry        you    be 
to-       p.      4L. 

r   r    T-.-g^* — h«- 


hold; 


rr 


& 


■"wT 


i^^ld^±E^: 


J^fcEHf^lhzgzI 


^=r 


Strike  !  strike  for     vie  -  fry,    Ne'er  give        o'er  ; 
f         to-     -to-  -to-         -to-  '  -to-  *      -to-.-to- 


Best    then    in     glo  -  ry,        Ev  -  er 


to'Oto 


-to-  .  rrs 


:t- 


l"^ 


STRIKE !    STRIKE    FOR    VICTORY-contimied. 


2  What  though  raging  lions 

Meet  us  on  the  way  ! 
Zionward  we're  marching, 

Tow'rd  the  gates  of  day  ; 
Ever  pressing  onward, 

Onward  to  the  light, 
Till  we  reach  the  Jordan, 

With  our  home  in  sight. 


Cho. 


3.  Strike  !  0  strike  for  vict'ry, 

Heroes  of  the  cross, 
Sacrificing  pleasure, 

Glorying  in  loss  ; 
Bind  the  helmet  stronger, 

Tighter  grasp  the  sword  ; 
Conquering  and  to  conquer, 

Battle  for  the  Lord.     Cho. 


REVIVE    US    AGAIN- 


4  Hand  to  hand  united, 

Heart  to  heart  as  one, 
Let  us  still  keep  marching, 

Till  our  journey's  done, 
Till  we  see  the  angels, 

Come  in  glory  down, 
With  the  shining  garments, 

And  the  victor's  crown.     Cho. 


1.    We  praise  Thee, 0  God!    for  the  Son  of  Thy  love,    For 


Je-sus,  who  died, and  is  now  gone     a  -  hove. 

.*-    -m-    -et_  J&L. 


2  We  praise  Thee,  0  God  !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night. 
Hallelujah,  &c. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 
Hallelujah,  &c. 


4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 
Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 

Hallelujah,  &c. 

5  Revive  us  again  ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love  ; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 

Hallelujah,  &c. 


Mrs.  Akhik  S.  Hawks. 


WHO'LL    BE    THE    NEXT? 


Iter.  It.  Lowbt. 


:fe-J— -^- 


^B 


— £=*^S^*=S 


^ 


:H 


^=S: 


Jt*: 


Who'll  be  the   next  to      fol  -  low 
Who'll  be  the  next  to      fol  -  low 


Je-sus  ?  Who'll  be  the  nest  His 
Je-sus —  Fol-low   His   wea-ry, 


3l=& 


■*—*- 


ifr p-T$C 


-*—m- 


-m-  -»-  -*- 
cross    to  bear  ?  Some  one  is     ready, 
bleeding  feet  ?  Who'll  be  the  next  to 

-£ — (« — P 


^=^ 


t — r 


-p=& 


.Ke/rain. 


>_>_ 


3: 


f=T=J=J 


^=i^S=iE^ 


1 


!=T 


4"5=Sr 


H-P- 


H"  "J-* — *  — ! —  t 


some   one      is  waiting  j  Who'll  be    the   next  a  crown  to  wear  ?    Who'll  be   the  next  ?  Who'll  be  the  next  ? 
lay     eve  •  ry    burden     Down  at     the  Father's  mer-cy  seat  ? 


i£« 


££: 


=(=[: 


-P — P- 


-* — *- 


fr       fr^-fr—  ^=p: 


If— P- 


r~r 


-/  ff~ 


jfcifc 


Who'll  be  the  next  to 


m^l 


fol-low    Jesus  ?  Who'll  be  the  next  to    fol-low     Je-sus  now  ?  fol-low    Je-sus  now. 

■#— n f-r-m — frt, — „ — ,_p — *_ 


^E 


y=g= 


=F=* 


3  Who'll  be  the  next  to  follow  Jesus  ? 

Who'll  be  the  next  to  praise  His  name  ? 
Who'll  swell  the  chorus  of  free  redemption — 
Sing,  Hallelujah  !  praise  the  Lamb  P    Eef. 
16 


4  Who'll  be  the  next  to  follow  Jesus, 

Down  through  the  Jordan's  rolling  tide  ? 
Who'll  be  the  next  to  join  with  the  ransomed, 
Singing  upoii  the  other  side  ?    B^. 


WELCOME    HOME. 


Egt.  R.  Lo-wrt. 


j,  Doet.      Cheerful 


t=& 


5^^ 


If 


sns 


l5££i»?e. 


2nd  time. 


^     a* 


^I=i^:U 


C  There  is    a  realm  where  Je-sus  reigns,  A    home  of  grace  and  love,  7       To    greet    the  sainta    a  -  bove. 
\  Where  angels  wait  with  sweetest  strains[  Omit ]  ) 

m      Chorus. 
-£ „ — V- 


=£= 


=fe=*T 


-9—&- 


& 


i s e-^—g-^,  -i-& a — g p  —  g m — & — 


They'll  sing  their    wel  -  come    home   to  me,  They'll  sing  their  wel  -  come    home  to    me  ;  The    An  -  gels  will 
-*9--*3*.    -*-•-*--        0      -*-      -*-      #-      -*-         ?-'&--*-    ■% 


There  sons  of  earth  will  join  to  bless 
The  precious  Saviour's  name, 

Clothed  in  his  perfect  righteousness, 
And  saved  from  sin  and  shame. 

11 


Yet  all,  alas  !  will  not  oe  there, 
For  some  will  slight  his  grace, 

Tho'  now  he  c:ills,  they  do  not  care 
To  turn,  and  seek  his  lace. 


lie  speaks  so  kindly,  "  Come  to  me, 
And  1  will  give  you  rest." 

The  angels  wait  their  melody, 
To  greet  you  with  the  blest. 


Q         Words  by  Fanny  Crosby 


SABBATH    WELCOME. 


C.  G.  Allen. 


zq-V: 


We    welcome  this  beau-ti  -  ful      Sabbath    of   rest,     Our 
-a — a — 9 \—& — « — 4t  r  o- 


■M- 


^ 


^^e; 


Father  lias  made  it,  'tis  hallowed  and^  blest; 


~ai 1 els' — w w ^ • .  M~ 

In  songs  of    de  -  vo-tion,  thanksgiv-ing  and  praise,  Our  hearts  and  our    voi  -  ces     to 

J3  -*-  i_J j  j  j 

-1 — _ «l «?  — <a —,—et ts m—, — ^^ 0— m— t— a» tf> 0 r— * 0 0- 


gether  we'll  raise 


-le  -  lu-jah !  hal-le  -  lu-iah  ! 


■jah  !  A-men. 


Now  joyful  away  to  the  temple  of  prayer,  How  happy  the  people  whose  God  is  the  Lord,  Sing  on,  0  ye  ransomed,  now  safe  on  the  shore; 

The  Lord  will  be  with  us,  His  children  are  there ;  Who  walk  in  his  counsel,  and  trust  in  His  word;  Sing  on,  you  have  anchored,  your  trials  are  o'er; 

The  light  of  His  glory,  the  smile  of  his  love,  And  look  for  the  promise  the  Saviour  has  given,  AVe  11  follow  your  footsteps,  we  long  to  behold 

Will  beam  like  the  sun  from  His  kingdom  above.  A  robe  and  a  crown  for  the  faithful  in  heaven.  The  river  of  life  and  fie  citv  of  gold. 
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Mrs.  Ltdia  Baxteb. 
With  energy. 


A    STARLESS    CROWN. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 


§e3§=^ 


:«: 


i-?  *•£ 


s 


,     (Oh,  shall  I  wear    a 
*   (.  The  wondrous  sto  -  ry 


4     S     p 

starless  crown   In  yon-der  world  of        glo  -  ry  ?    Or  will  some  lit  -  tie    friend  be 
of    the  cross,  The  sufferings  of    the      Saviour,  Who  died  that  he    from    worldly 


m 


■M.     ft-    -fL     ft-  -fg_    .p.     JL 


t=t=t: 


m 


jj. 


i 


2<WZ  Chorus. 


£=* 


333 


l^E^^P^^ 


^=g: 


s 


3a 


-fr-*- 


found  To  whom  I've  told  the    sto-ry-O      Q    hap.pyaay!     0  hap-py  place !  We  soon  shall  meet  to  -  ge-ther, 
Iross  Might  win  us    to    his      fa  -  vor.    )  e  u       j  i   ?j  r  o  > 


dr 

n£5  t  i  — U4j 


I 


T^F 


-#— c*- 


Where  Je-sus   stands  with   smil-ing  face  To  crown  us  his  for 

ru     L-j j  « -*- -*- -*- 


-^-r  ■! — r- 


:*=*: 


t. 


DA  youthful  army  now  we  stand, 
Our  Captain's  word  is  given,     ' 
We'll  onward  move,  his  blest  command 

Will 'guide  us  on  to  heaven. 
When  ransom'd  hosts  shall  gather  round 
— n      The  Lamb  on  Zion's  mountain, 
Ejj  Oh,  there  may  we  each  one  be  found 


Beside  the  living  fountain. 


13 


Moderate 


JEWELS. 


O.  P.  Root. 


-— jf-*^  -h; — b — r- 


1.  When    lie      com  -  eth,     when    he      com 


\r=& 


eth, 


To 


IS 


up 


his       jew  -  els j 


Jfi, 


his 


m 


-*=■ 


Chorvs. 


3srn 


::.v 


-g— ' — ^> — u— W feP— '—  * 0 ,— — ' 0 ■- 


jew  -  els,     precious    jew  -  els,     His    lord    and    hi3    own. 

A-J-* — 


Like  the    stars    of     the     morning,  His 


~-W= 


m 


*=: 


bright  crown  a  -  dorn  -  ing, 


They  shall    shine    in    their    beau  -  ty,  Bright  gems  for      his    crown. 


2  He  will  gather,  he  will  gather 
The  gems  for  his  kingdom; 
All  the  pure  ones,  all  the  bright  ones, 
His  loved  and  his  own. —  Cho.   . 


3  Little  children,  little  children, 
Who  love  their  Redeemer, 
Are  the  jewels,  precious  jewels, 
His  loved  and  his  own. — Cuo. 


11 


9 


Rev.  Alfred  Tatlor. 


OUR   WELCOME    SONG. 


Hbhrt  Tdoikb. 


Come  with  sing 

-»-  -o-  -o- 


irxg—   Glad-ly    bring 
1— f^~ 


ing  Songs  of  praise  to  Christ  our  King  ;  Lord,  be   near 


:4=fr— p— pc 


zp—p-^ 


-f*— ft— g- 


-4-4-4-h 


:*=£ 


^=1*: 


CJiofu.s. 


P=l p4 


S 


^p 


3^t 


Kind-ly      hear         us, 


-fH^ 


While  our     grateful    notes    we   sing,     i    p 

^  .  -f  r-  r  - 


us,      save 
Guide     us,      lead 


Je  -  sus, 
To    thy 


^m 


& 


s 


*— E — ¥ — Ec 


r>     r^ 


j##g 


Fien/  so/£. 


Loud. 


m 


^^i 


^=k?=± 


^= 


2* 


22: 


show  thy      precious        love ; 
bless  -  ed  heaven   a    -    bove. 


")     f  Hark  !   hark  !      our 
)     tHark!    hark!      he 


Sa- 
free 


viour  tells    us,     Come!  come!  come!  come!     > 
-  ly    calls    us      Home !  home  !  home !  home  !   > 


^ 


& 


-^~ 


±^ 


1 


±H 


E 


15 


2  Tell  the  story 

Of  the  glory 
Of  our  ever  blessed  Lord  ; 

Love  abounding, 

Sin  confounding, — 
Tell  his  goodness  all  abroad.  Cho. 


3  He,  to  save  us, 
.Freely  gave  us 
All  he' .had,  in  boundless  love  ; 
We,  believing, 
Grace  receiving, 
Hope,  thro'  him.  for  heaven  above. 


io 


GENTLE    JESUS. 


16 


2  In  this  dreary  vale  below 
Thou  hast  trod  a  path  of  woe, — 
Thou  hast  known  the  dreadful  power 
Of  the  tempter's  evil  hour, — 
Felt  the  time  of  gloom  and  fear,— 
Shed,  like  us,  the  bitter  tear. 


3  Now  I  bend  before  thy  throne, 
All  my  guilt  and  folly  own  ; 
Yet  with  earnest  heart  I  plead 
Comfort,  pardon  in  my  need  : 
This  my  plea,  and  nought  beside  :— 
Gentle  Jesus,  thou  hast  died. 


11 


Mrs.  Edgar  M.  Lett. 


WELCOME    HYMN. 


;  Each  one  gathered  here  re. 
Hieri  from  week  to  week  a3- 

i  m  •  "|> — 0—^fi— w — m — , 

\  m    '    m — » — * — W—W — 


1.  Now    u-nite  our  hearts  and      voi  -  ces 

2.  We  have  heard  the  solemn      coun  -  sel 


In      _  a  song  of   joy  and    praise  ;  Each  one  gathered  here  re- 
Fall  -  ing  on  our  listening     ear,  When  from  week  to  week  as- 


'.—A. — m-^—m — m — »  — <m — <» —  — 


a=*: 


V~^ 


1 


Y~V 


it 


Chorus. 


m 


^mtm 


■F 


i^E^EktE^ 


p-H~^ 


2± 


3=t 


2± 


ioi  -  ces,      And  a     wel-come  note    we  raise.  7    W  i i cm  _:  i  i  i 

r     ^   Welcome,    welcome,  Singing  welcome,  welcome  home. 


Bern  -  bled      In  this    place  to    us    most    dear. 


-o-    -*-'-&--+- 


^m 


m^m 


fc£. 


-fc-t^fc- 


p=v=$=fr 


~ 


£ 


&. 


-89- 


-7- 


PH^l^I 


Wei  -  come,      wel  -  come, 
■P-       -6"        ■&■ 


Singing  welcome,  welcome   home. 


-e>- 


-&- 


^M 


-*=-¥=*- 


17 


V   V   V   V 


3  Now  to  God,  our  Heavenly  Father, 

Thanks  from  grateful  hearts  we  pour  j 
He  has  kept  us  safe  from  danger, 
Brought  us  to  this  place  once  more.  Cho. 

4  May  we  all,  when  life  is  over, 

Gather  in  that  heavenly  land, 
Where  no  farewell  words  are  spoken, 
'Mid  the  holy  joyous  band.    Cho, 


I 


12  r 

Mm.  Ltdia  C.  Baxter. 


KNEELING    AT    THE    DOOR. 


g^S^ 


— m 1 1 ; ^~ 


^m=S- 


-. — Nl 


£e; 


**^ 


£=S 


ra^g 


T.  E.  PgRKWI,' 


3? 


* 


~^?-        -•-   * 


1.  I'm    kneeling,  Lord,  at      mercy's  gate, With  trembling  liope and  fear  :     I've      wait  -  ed    long,       and 

2.  None      ev  -  er    emp  •  ty  turn'd  a-way,    Who  tru  -  ly  sought  thy  face;    And       I,      my    Sav  -    iour, 


*E 


B 


a    h    hczrte: 


rt 


=k: 


■*=-^ 


r-r 


WT^ 


1/^1/ 


-#— J—-*-: fc^U- 


-♦ — 1 F- 


still    I    wait  Thy  gracious  voice  to    hear.      Thy    precious  word  has    bid    me  seek  The  joys  thou  hast  in 
come  to-  day,  To  seek  thy  pardoning  grace.    Thy    precious  blood   is      all    my  plea  :  This  can  my  soul    re  ■ 


-9-  -9-  -*-  .  -ft-    -(&-  -p-   -* 

:g-,r  tv    '   ,r  v  r 


4^4s- 


-*=^ 


J 


8  ore  J }  O  Lord,   in  mer-cy    speak  to    me,     I'm    kneeling      at    the  door,     I'm  kneeling  at  the    door, 


:t_ 


i^f=^; 


:fe=t 


-fP— 0T 


z$f=zp=$cT$^r-f- 


V=&- 


—&.—& 
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I'M    KNEELING    AT    THE    DOOR.-Concluded. 


^    V    >    '  V-V- 


13 


PASS    ME    NOT. 


W,  H.  Doane. 


1 Is  1     1  I      I      (i  J      S  N     K  N    ■,]      ,       1  |~j — *]      'l'    1   ~n 


1.    Pass  me  not,  0  gen-tle  Saviour,  Hear  my  humble  cry;  While  on  others  thcu  art  smil 

»— P     g   i<S> 


ling, Do  not  pass  me  by. 


a 


Sav  -  iotir,  Sav-iour,  hear  my  humble    cry, 


IPS^felEgi^gS 


While  on  others  thou  art  call-ing,  Do  not  pass  me   by. 


r=f 


2  Let  me  at  a  throne  of  mercy, 
Find  a  sweet  i-elief ; 
Kneeling  there  in  deep  contrition, 

Help  my  unbelief. 
19 


3  Trusting  only  in  Thy  merit, 
Would  I  seek  Thy  face; 
Heal  my  wounded,  broken  spirit, 
Save  me  by  Thy  grace. 


4  Thou  the  spring  of  all  my  comfort, 
More  than  life  to  me  ; 
"Whom  have  I  on  earth  beside, 
Whom  in  heaven  but  Thee. 


14 


WHO    IS    HEP 


Chorm. 


B.     R.     Hanbt. 


*C=tSf 


1.  Who  is     he       in  yon  ■  der  stall,    At  whose  feet  the  shepherds  fall  ?    "Tis    the  Lord,     0    wondrous 

2.  Who  is    he        in  yon  -  der  cot,      Bending    to     his  toilsome  .  lot  ? 


» 4   J     J d d d— J — J    .     J d — m— •— 53 « *  — ■- 


-*-  •  -#-   -»-   -»-       "         »         * 
6to  •  ry,    'Tis    the  Lord,   the    King     of     Glo  -  ry,    At       his    feet    we    humbly    fall,  Crown  him, 

* — N 


m^* 


JEEr*=fcdLiz( 


Iezjcx: 


P=t^ 


=1*=^ 


^__^Fi — | — | — r 


:^_ 


Z& 


w^ 


rs  h  jNi 


4.      J    ' 
crown  him,  Lord  of      all. 


ft     i        ^zr^ 


3  Who  is  he  who  stands  and  weeps 
At  the  grave  where  Laz'rus  sleeps  ? 

4  Who  is  he  in  deep  distress, 
Fasting  in  the  wilderness  ? 

5  Lo  !  at  midnight,  who  is  he 
Z      Prays  in  dark  Gethsemane  ? 


1/     * 


6  On  the  cross,  lo  !  who  is  he, 
Sheds  his  precious  blood  for  me  ? 

7  Who  is  he  that,  from  the  grave, 
Comes  to  heal,  and  help,  and  save  ? 

8  Who  is  he  that  on  yon  throne 
Rules  the  world  of  light  alone  ? 


20 


15 


JESUS    PAID    IT    ALL. 


T.  E.  Pbbkixs. 


3=3 


?PFF=± 


^mmm$^m^ 


S3 


4 


^M 


j— i 


1  Noth  -  ing         eith  -  er     great 

2  When  he        from    his    loft 


or        small,  Eemains      for    me        to      do  ;       Je    -    BTTs      died,  and 
y    throne  Stooped  down  to    do      and    die  ;      Ev    •    ery  -  thing  was 


^EEEiEE*E3z^ 


J=W 


Chorus. 


v #1-^1- i *"-:  — *! ^— t— ' 

_i z\ — | ^ 1 1 -j-i — 


* 


* — -jg: 


IS 


paid        it        all, — Yes,    all      the    debt    I        owe. 
ful    -    ly    done;"'Tis    finished  !"  was  his      cry. 


Je  •  sus    paid     it        all,     All     the    debt     I 


!=*=*=£= 


J^W 


±=t 


S= 


3  Weary,  working,  plodding  one  ! 
Oh,  wherefore  toil  you  so  ? 
Cease  your  "  doing  ;"  all  was  done 
Yes,  ages  long  ago. 

21 


4  Till  to  Jesus'  work  yon  cling, 
Alone  by  simple  faith, 
"Doing"  is  a  deadly  thing, 
All  "  doing"  ends  in  death. 


5  Cast  your  deadly  "  doing"  down, 
Down  all  at  Jesus'  feet  ; 
Stand  in  dim,  in  Him  alone, 
All  glorious  and  complete. 
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** 


Alfred  Taylor. 


OUR    SAVIOUR    KING. 


Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 


m 


E*3! 
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1.  Praise  the  Lord,  the    Sav-iour  King  ! 

2.  Praise  him  for      his    dy  -  ing  love  ! 


Glad  -  ly  sing, 
From    a  •  bove, 


To    our  King, 
Rich   in  love, 


Loud  the  joy  -  ful 
Je  -  sus,    mighty 


m^ 


j-ji 


£ 


—i — *■ 1— 


JU-JL 


idfc 


^ 


tj— j| — T 


*    i 


£=e 


m 


a 


f-*-*^^rc( 


fca 


afcat 


praises  ring,  The  praise  to  Christ  our    King: 
Saviour,  came,  To    save  from  sin    and    shame 


liaise  the    triumph    loud  and  long, 
Praise  his  name  who  came  to    die, 


Trf— * 

Raise  the  song, 
From  on  high, 


Hi 


m 


^±S 


r^rra: 


£=t= 


rae 
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Chorus. 


9=^f 


P# 
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Clear  and  strong,  Hearts  and   voices      join    the  song,      Je  -  sus,  bless-ed     Je  -  sus. 
Came    to    diej        To      his    arms  of     love  we'll  fly,         Je  -  sus,  bless-ed     Je  -  bus. 


Praise  him, 


*M= 


OUR    SAVIOUR    KING.-concluded. 


P^N^N^ 


*^ 


WS* 


praise  him, 

s-i. 


Je  -  bus,  bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus ;    praise  liim,  praise  him, 


Je-sus,    bless-ed      Je  •  sus. 


J^E^. 


Je-sus,    bless-ed 


^=^E£ 


3  Praise  him ,  for  he  lives  again, 
Lives  to  reign  ;   Not  in  vain 
We  will  trust  his  mighty  love, 
Our  Saviour  reigns  above  : 


'^ 


Et 


ea 


Glory  to  his  name  we  sing, 
Gladly  sing,  To  our  King, 
Loud  the  grateful  anthems  ring, 
Jesus,  blessed  Jesus. 


^^ 
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P.  C.  Van  Alsttnb. 
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CHILDREN'S    PRAYER. 

For  the  Infant  Class 

4 


Wm.  F.  Shbrwin. 


-*-  -^-    •    --»-  -J-  -»-    m 


1  Gentle  Saviour,  God  of  love,  hear  us  from  thy  throne  above,  While  we  meet  to  praise  thee  here,  In  our  Infant 


Sgl^SSS 


&=*: 


^^g^l^^^-r^»=?^^^fe^di 


Class  so  dear,  i  jjj|j*{£  'Treand'ho^ly  word3}  Makeus  what  we  ought  to  be,  Leadthy  lit-tlelambs  to    thee. 
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2  Jesus,  thou  wert  one;  a  child, 
Make  me  humble,  meek,  and  mild. 
Kindly  fold  us  on  thy  breast, 
There  thy  little  ones  would  rest. 


In  that  happy  world  of  light 
Where  the  day  is  ever  bright, 
May  our  angel  voices  sing, 
Glory  !  glory  to  our  King  I 
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THE    LORD    IS    KING. 


Fanny  Cbosbt. 


fm 


4-     fv 


rm 


s 


T- 


a 


1  Praise  the  Lord,     all       ye 

2  See    the    man  -  sions    of 


peo  -  pie,      oh, 
glo  -  ry     their 


^^jl^gl 


Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 
!         J b 


1= 


lift        up      your    voice,    Let     the  floods  clap   their 
por  -  tals        un    -    fold,  Our     Ke  -  deem  -  er      as  - 


:fc=S=|Sz 


*=*= 


1.  --     I 
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Chorus. 


i^p^i^pii^s 


^s^ 


?5=(t 


hands    and    the      mountains  re  -  joice, 
cend  -  ing,     the      an  -  gels    be  -  hold. 


r 


e    will  praise  him,     we      will    praise  him,  we      wiil 


,  s.  ., — P — p — g- 
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fc=£ 


4=/=F 


ifcfe-ft  -teF 

*=?=s=r 
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nJ-H- 

— i — 

1 
~"e=i 

^=sq 

-H— [ 

join    the    mi 

(g):L  b,  -i — F — r 

5 — !__*- 

jht  -  y,    might  -  y 

(6 * «• 

i — r— f— 

-m — 

1 

cho 

— !• 5 * 

— j S *->-a 9— 

-  rus,  For    the  Lord    is 

— «- 

— ^_j 

our 

r-^ d J             ^ ^ -J      11 

God,    for        the  Lord   is      our  King. 

r  r    -  *  y  fTEFH 

— r — r. — f- 

1/      V      V 
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3  Tho'  the  kingdoms  of  earth  and  their  splendor  shall  fall,        4  To  the  Lord,  our  Creator,  salvation  belongs, 
Yet  the  Lord  is  triumphant,  he  rules  over  all.  Let  his  name  be  exalted  with  rapture  and  songa. 
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19  KEEP    THOU    MY   WAY    O    LORD. 

F.  J.  Ceosbt.  Andante  with  expression. 


Hubeet  P.  Main. 


Keep  thou  my  way,    O    Lord  !  My    -    self 

-J— J— J-r-« P-r^ 


I      can  -  not  guide ;     Nor  dare  I    trust    my    er    -     ring 

■J-T-O M      ,    g>     .     ,   J      J—  J-rg f-r-J? *- 


— i^-c»-^» — *    \T* — » 


steps  One    mo  -  ment    from    thy    side ;    I 


can  -  not  think      a  -  right,  Un   -  less      inspired         by 

I       •  |       I  J       I 
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For  every  "act  of  faith, 

And  every  pure  design, 
For  all  of  good  my  soul  can  know, 

The  glory,  Lord,  be  thine  ; 
Free  grace  my  pardon  seals, 

Thro'  thy  atoning  blood  ; 
Free  grace  the  full  assurance  brings, 

Of  peace  with  thee  my  God. 


0  speak,  and  I  will  hear  ; 

Command,  and  I  obey, 
My  willing  feet  with  joy  shall  haste 

To  run  the  heavenly  way  ; 
Keep  thou  my  wand'ring  heart, 

And  bid  it  cease  to  roam  ; 
0  bdtr  me  safe  o'er  death's  cold  wave 

To  heaven,  my  blissful  home. 


20  HARK ! 

Andante,  with  expression. 


WHAT    MEAN    THOSE    HOLY 


VOICES  ? 

Hubert  P.  Mai*. 


^m^mm^Urn^^^^^^m 


1.  Hark!  "what  mean  those  holy     voices,     Sweetly  sounding  thro'  the  skies  ?  Lo  !  th'  angelic  hosts  re  -  joic  -  es, 


Heavenly    hal  -  le  -  lu  -jahs  rise,  Hear  them  tell 


ffi 


0  pfef; 


-f — w — ?"- 


ry 


# 


f-H- 


the  wondrous  sto  -  ry,  Hear  them  chant  their  hymns  of 


v-v-v- 


M 


^i>— fr-F- 


^syi 


trV  k  " 

Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous   story,        Hear  them  chaut  their  bymns  of 


d= 


Glo- 


55 


SPE 


the    high  -  est ! 

s     ; 


-l*-j 
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joy, 


Glo  -  ry, 

r 


(£>.* 


ry,    in 


M 


If* 
the    high 


est! 


3= 

glo  -  ry !     Glo  -  ry    be 


£^ 


to    God 

r 


cm    high ! 


4--FP- 


1/ 

on 


Glo  -  ry       in  the    high 

2  Peace  on  eartb — goodwill  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found  : 
*'  Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven," 

Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises*Bing ! 
0,  receive  whom  God  appointed, 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 


est 


£ 


glo  -  ry, 


Glo  -  ry,   be      to 


Gcft 


high 
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3  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him  : 

Learn  bis  name,  and  taste  his  joy  : 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 
Then  we'll  sing  the  wondrous  story, 

And  we'll  cbant  in  hymns  of  joy, 
Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ! 

Glory  be  to  God  mo6t  high. 


1st  and  2nd.  Semi-Chorus. 


THE    HAPPY    TIME. 


W.  B.  Bhadburt. 
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£=fe 


-■-^-f-a — '-* 


3^ 
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-0 — L 


(  0    the    hap -py    time  is      com-ing  When  the   gfls 
\  When  the  vale  shall  be    ex. 


alt 


ed,     And  the    ver 
0-.-0 


-pel  trumpet's  sound,  Shall  be  heard     by      ev  •  ery 
-dant  hills    re  -  joice,  And  the       o  -  cean   join     the 


na  •  tion, 
cho  -  rus, 


To    the    earth's    re  -  mo  -  test  bound 
With    a        loud     tri  -  umDh-ant    voice. 


m^- 


pc 


I 


Lo !  the    morn-ing    light  will     break,      And  the 

-O-'-0~       -0-       -0-       -0-       -0-  -G>-   '       -0-   '   -0- 


* 


:^2= 


£c 


:sfzz: 


w 


KT 


hJ-^M^^^^a 


day    is    draw-ing    nigh,    Yes,    a      glorious  time    is      com-ing    soon,  We  shall  hail    it      by    and      bye. 


day    is    urau 
-J-    J-    -0- 


m- 


'&=&:\-Z 


-K^K 
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2  0  the  happy  time  is  coming 

When  the  cry  of  war  shall  cease, 
And  the  standard  of  our  Saviour 

Be  the  olive  branch  of  peace  ; 
Underneath  our  vine  and  fig-tree 

We  will.never  be  afraid, 
There  is  none  will  dare  molest  us, 

In  their  calm  and  quiet  shade.— -Cho. 
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-t^£ 


^=g- 


*s— ^— W- 


^^3 


0  the  happy  time  is  coming 

To  our  fathers  once  foretold, 
It  is  promised  in  the  Bible, 

It  was  sung  by  prophets  old  : 
They  who  sit  in  heathen  darknes3 

Soon  the  morning  light  shall  see, 
And  the  world,  with  pong*  or  triumph, 

Hail  the  glorkus  jubi'ee.   -Cho. 


SEEKING    JESUS. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbubt. 


lFs-sE*j=3eJ 


<    Thro' 
(    None 


the  world  we  daily  roam     Seeking  Jesus,    Seeking  Jesus  ; 
in   vain  for  this  have  come,  Seeking  Jesus,  Seeking  Jesus  ; 


'A-zki 


W^: 


3=: 


:2Lzz!?L 


")     C    In     all    places     high  or  low  -  ly, 
)     I  'Mid  the  siu-ful    and  the  ho  -  ly 


■*=K 


V     V 


Duet. 


fe^ii^i^i 


Chorus.   Girls.     G-irls  and  Soys. 


All. 


Seeking 


Jesus,  Seek  -  ing  Je  -  sus. 


m 


3=*: 


3EI 


E=& 


We  shall    find  him,  We  shall  find  Him,  We  shall  find    Him,  if   we 


?=£ 


v— /*- 


i 


e^ 


:lEl^3i 


:I: 


H3 


IZ2 


?± 


seek,      He  will    hear  us  when  we    speak  ;  He  will 


m 


— i y- 


^ 


£=£? 


^^ 


answer    us    in     love,     Take  us  home  to  dwell  a  -  bove. 

T»-  -»-     -«-    T»-         f?     ~     -f       -^         -*~    "<•"     ~*~       •  — 
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2  If  our  days  on  earth  are  spent 
Seeking  Jesus,  seeking  Je.=us  ; 
With  all  things  we'll  be  content 
Seeking  Jesus,  seeking  Jesus  : 
Tho'  our  path  be  lone  and  dreary, 
Tho'  our  steps  be  slow  and  weary- 
Seeking  Jesus,  itc. 


IT-IT 


I*     W     |»     W- 


i/— 1/ 


3  Soon  our  life  will  all  be  o'er, 

Seekiug  Jesus,  seeking  Jesus, 

We  shall  reach  the  better  shore, 

Seeking  Jesus,  seeking  Jesus  ; 

In  that  land  of  peace  and  pleasure, 

We've  laid  up  our  dearest  treasuro, 

Seeking  Jesus,  &c. 
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Spirited,  but  not  too  fast. 


LORD'S    DAY. 


Wm.  B.  Bbadbobt. 


luj ah,  praise  the  Lord, 
lujah,  praise  the  Lord. 


-£5_^ x\ 


He  who  died  up  -  on      the  cross,  Glo-r  ,    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !    Suffer'd    to    re 
Lo  !  the  sun's  e-clipse    is    o'er,  Glo-ry,    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -jah!     Lo  !  he  sets    in 

.*-    .0L,    JL.    Jt.     -01-   '   -#-    -p-      -#-    JL-  -0i-     -f±-       JfL. 


-)g       if      'ft       '? 
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Full  Chorus. 


3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal —  4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King  ; 
Christ  has  burst  the  gates  of  hell  :  Where,  0  death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 

Death  in  vain  forbids  Him  rise  ;  Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save  ; 

Christ  hath  open'd  Paradise.  Where's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  grave  ? 
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5  Soar  we  now  whei-e  Christ  has  led. 
Follow  our  exalted  head  : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  tbo  grave,  the  skies. 
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Moderato. 


BECAUSE    HE    LOVED    ME    SO. 


IBS 


K      N      i^- 


G.  F.  1 
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£ 


zJS 


ry  Which     an 
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voi  -  ces  ,    tell,    How    once 


E3SEE 


to    hear    the 
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Came  down      on 

■MA         -M-  !> 


earth 

z=d~ 


to      dwell :      I 

at 


am 


both    weak      and      Bin 

-» —m ' 

— m mW. j» 


■    ful, 


1 
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2  I'm  glad  my  blessed  Saviour 

Was  once  a  child  like  me, 
To  show  how  pure  and  holy 

His  little  ones  might  be: 
And  if  I  try  to  follow 

llis  footsteps  here  below, 
He  never  will  forget  me, 

Because  he  loves  me  so. 


3  To  sing  his  love  and  mercy, 

My  sweetest  songs  I'll  raise, 
And  though  I  cannot  see  him, 

I  know  he  hears  my  praise ! 
For  he  has  kindly  promised 

That  I  shall  surely  go, 
To  sing  among  his  angels, 

Because  he  loves  me  so. 


THE    CHILDREN'S    SAVIOUR. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


I 


1  ^i_jzr=zfcz  I__j J^j^^sE^ 
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Lov  -  in?      Sa  -  viour,  Here    we      at   thy  footstool    1 


mg     Sa 


viour,  Here    we      at   thy  footstool    bend, 
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2  Jesus  is  the  children's  Saviour  ! 
'Twas  for  them  he  shed  bis  blood  : 
Died,  that  poor  and  needy  sinners 
Might  be  reconciled  to  God. 

Dying  Saviour ! 
Bearing  thus  our  sinful  load. 
31 
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Here    we      at  thy  footstool    bend. 


-p— i 
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3  Jesus  is  the  children's  Saviour  ! 

"  Suffer  them,"  he  says,  "to  come," 
If  they  seek  his  face  and  favor, 

They  shall  share  hi3  heav'nly  home. 

Risen  Saviour ! 
Never  more  from  thee  to  roam . 


4  Loving,  Suffering,  Dying  Saviour  ! 
Risen,  Glorious  on  thy  throne, 
Haste  the  day  when  every  idol 
Shall  by  truth  be  overthrown. 

And  the  kingdoms 
Of  the  earth  to  thee  belong. 
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THE    KING    OP    KINGS. 


PHI 


>m 


I^E5 


3^& 


-9 L 


Low      the      in  -  fant       Sa  -  viour 
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lies, 
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low    -    ly         guise ; 
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Yet    by    faith    we      read    the 

r""!  ml    - 

fc  __ .^rf.— f *— pfc 
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words 


King    of    kings,  and    Lord    of    lords.     King    of  kings,  and 
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:_-oe: 
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3ja 
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King    of    kings,  and    Lord  of    lords. 


i  ^ 


King    of    kings,    and   Lord      of     lords. 


He  who  wears  the  crown  of  thorns, 
He  who  man  reviles  and  scorn?, 
Yet  demands  as  his  the  words, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of-lords. 
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On  the  cross  'tis  still  the  same  ; 
Never  can  he  yield  his  claim 
To  these  ever-glorious  words, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 


Pass'd  the  conflict  of  his  love, 
See,  he  takes  his  place  above  ; 
On  his  vesture  shine  the  words, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 
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THE    ARK    OP    GOD. 


Rav.  A.  E.  Lord. 
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l.«    What  ves  -  sel    are      you    sail  -  ing  in  ?   What  Cap  -  tain    do  you  claim  ?  Our      vaa  -  sel    is      the 
2.     And  what's  the  port  to  which  you're  bound?  De-clare     to     us   the    way  ?  The  heav'n    of    heavens 
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Hoist    ev  -  'ry     sail    to    catch  the  breeze;  The 


Ark      of    God,  And    Christ  the  Cap-tain's    name, 
is      our  port, — The  realms  of     end  -  less     day. 
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sail  -  or  plies    his  t  oar ;  The    night  be-gins     to    wear      a  •  way  ;  We  soon  shall  reach  the       shore. 
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3  But  are  you  not  afraid  some  storm,      4  The  sun  is  up,  the  clouds  are  gone, 
Your  bark  will  overwhelm  ?  The  tempest  all  is  o'er  ; 

We  cannot  fear, — the  Lord  is  here  ;         The  city  bright  appears  in  sight ; 
Our  Father's  at  the  helm.  We  soon  shall  reach  the  shore. 

Hoist  every  sail,  &c.  Hoist  every  sail,  &c. 
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5  And  when  we  all  are  landed  safe 
On  the  celestial  plain, 
Our  song  shall  be,  The  Worthy  Lamb, 
That  was  for  sinners  slain ! 

Hoist  every  sail,  &0. 
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Fanny  Crosby. 


SABBATH    CLOSING    HYMN. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp. 
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1.  Fading,  slowly     fading,  sweet  Sabbath  day, 

2.  Fading,  slowly    fading,  sweet  day  of    rest, 


Like  a  hallow' d  mem'ry,  Lingers  thy  golden      ray. 
Still  thy  beauty  lingers       O-ver  the     ro  -  sy     west. 


fctas=a-C-C£^ 
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Duet. 


Dear  Saviour, now  to     ev-'ry  heart,  Reveal  the  way,  the  truth  impart, That  leads  to  life  be-yond  the  skies, "Where 
Our  earthly  joys  will  soon  decline,  Our  earthly  hopes  but  faintly  shine;Then  may  we  rise  on  wings  of  love,  And 
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Chorus. 
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pleasure  never      dies.       Fading,  slowly  fading,  sweet  Sabbath  day,       In    gen-tle  tones  it  seems  to  say 
rest  with  God  a  -  bove.  p^ 

^    p.  jr.    VM  Is:" 
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SABBATH    CLOSING    HYMN-concluded. 


Passing    a- way ! 


passing  away  !  In    gen-tle  tones  it    seems  to  say  :      Passing    a- way  !     a  -  way  ! 
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LAMB    OP    GOD,    I    LOOK    TO    THEE. 
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1.    Lamb    of        God,  I_ 


look 


to    Thee;      Thou     shalt 
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my 


ex    -     am    -    pie      be  : 
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Thou      art      gen  -  tie,    meek    and  mild : 


-^ztzzzxl 
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Thou  wast     once       a 


lit    -    tie    child. 


in: 
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Ss 


I  T     i  i 

2  Fain  I  would  be  as  thou  art ; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ! 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind  : 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind 
35 


3  Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  Heavenly  Father's  will 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve ; 
Only  to  His  glory  live! 


. r 

4  Loving  Jesus,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  graeioua'hands  I  am  : 
Make  me,  Saviour,  what  thou  art ! 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 
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THE    OLD,    OLD    STORY. 
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333 


W.  H.  Doanb. 
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I 

1.  Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -    ry    Of   amseen  things  a     -     bove,        Of    Je-su3    and    His     glo    -    ry,  Of 

2.  Tell  me  the   sto  -  ry  slow  -  ly,  That  I  may  take    it  in —        That  won-der  -  ful     re  -  demption, God's 

3.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry   soft  -  ly,  With  earnest  tones,  and     grave;      Ke  -  member  !  I'm  the     sin  -  ner,Whom 

4.  Tell  me  the  same  old  sto  -  ry,When  you  have  cause  to      fear        That's  this  world's  empty  glo    -    ry.  Is 

,_  ^   +  ...  j     i |_j ^r-j 
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'fe^^i 


Je   -    sua  and  His 

rem  -  e    -    dy  for 

Je    -    sus  came  to 

cost  -  ing   me  too 


love, 
sin. 
save, 
dear. 


Toll    me    the    sto  -  ry    pirn  -  ply,  As    to        a        lit  -  tie  child, 

Tell    me    the    sto  -  ry      of  -  ten,  For    I        for  -  get      so  soon! 

Tell    me   that  sto  -  ry      al  -  ways,  If  you   would   real  -  ly  be, 

Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glo- ry,  Is    dawn  -  ing    on    my  soul, 


i^H^m^ 


■Z—w-jScg—f-t1 


For 
The' 
In 
Tell 
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I       am  weak  and       wea  -  ry,  And  help-less  and  de    -    filed. 

'ear  -  ly  dew"    of  morn-ing,  Has  passed  a  -  way  at       noon.       [_  Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry, 

a    -    ny  time    of  trou  -  ble,    A      com-fort  -  er    to        me. 

me    the  old,    old         sto  -  ry  :  "Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." 
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THE    OLD,    OLD    STORY -concluded. 
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Tell    me  the  old,     old    sto  -  ry,       Tell      me    the    old,    old    sto  -  ry      Of      Je  -  sua    and     His    love. 
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Fanny  Crosby. 


THE    LAND    TO    WHICH    WE    GO. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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1  Life  has  many  a  pleasant  hour,  Many 

2  Earth  has  many  a  cool  re-treat,  Many 


a  bright  and  cloudless  day  ;  Singing  bird  and  smiling  flower,  Scatter 
a   spot  to   memory  dear  ;  Oft  we  find   our  weary  feet  Ling'ring 
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sunbeams      on     our    way ;    But    the 
by     some  fountain     dear;  Yet     the 


sweet-est  blos-soms  grow,     In      the     land     to    which    we    go. 
pu  -  rest    wa  -  ters     flow,    In      the    land    to    which    we    go. 
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Like  a  cloud  that  floats  away , 
Like  the  early  morning  dew, 
Here  the  fairest  things  decay  ; 
There,  are  pleasures  ever  new. 
Only  joy  the  heart  will  know 
In  the  laud  to  which  we  go. 


4  'Tis  the  Christian's  promised  land  ; 
There  is  everlasting  day  ; 
There  a  Saviour's  loving  hand 
Wipes  the  mourner's  tears  away  . 
Oh  !  the  rapture  we  shall  know 
In  the  land  to  which  we  go. 
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MEET  ME  IN  THAT  LOVELY  LAND. 


W.  Bennett. 


Chester"  G.  AxtHN. 

a. 
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1.  Meet  me    in 

2.  Meet  me  on 


that 
that 
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love  -  ly    land, 
peace-ful  shore, 
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Where  the  hap  -  py  white-rob'd  band,     Bound  the  throne  of 
When  earth's  toilsome  work    is      o'er.     Where  our  friends  have 
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Chorus. 
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glo  -  ry    stand,       Ev  -  er 
gone    be  -  fore,      And    the 
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God's  right  hand.  \  Meet      in    bliss    no 


part     no    more. 
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tongue  can      tell ; 
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Meet  with  an  -  gel      bands  to    dwell,  Meet    in  heaven  where  all  is    well,        Meet  me  in  that  land. 
J- 


_!  .  JU 


-Q- 


J. 


-f — p- 


>    w    r^- 


& 


O » 0 — * 


^ 


:pe=£ 


-F- 


3  Meet  me  in  that  world  of  light, 
Where,  amid  the  glories  bright, 
All  who  conquer  in  the  fight, 
Share  the  beatific  sight. — Cho. 
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4  Meet  me  in  that  world  of  cheer, 
Where  is  seen  no  falling  tear, 
Where  no  clouds  of  night  appear, 
Where  the  sky  is  ever  clear.' — Cho. 


6  Gentle  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
Guide  us  to  that  realm  above, 
Where  the  saints  for  ever  prove 
All  the  fulness  of  thy  love. — Cho. 
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Bbrnabd  A.D..  1150. 


JERUSALEM    THE    GOLDEN. 


Kev.  H.  L.  Jennkb 
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1  Je 


ru  -  sa  -  lem     the     gol-den !     With  milk    and     ho  -  ney    blest ;    Be-neath     thy  con  -  tern 
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tion,     Sink  heart     and      voice      op  -  prest.    I      know      not,       Oh !      I      know      not,  What 
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joye    a-wait    me  there;  What    ra-di-an-cy    of 


ppi 
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fcfcp-s^fe 
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glo  -  ry,  What  bliss  beyond  com  -  pare 


s^ 


fe 


A  -  men. 


2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there,  from  toil  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast. 
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3  And  they,  who  with  their  Leader, 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight ; 
For  ever  and  for  ever, 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 
Oh,  land  that  seest  no  sorrow  ! 

Oh,  state  that  fear'st  no  strife  ! 
Oh,  royal  land  of  flowera  ! 

Oh,  realms  and  home  of  life  ! 


4  Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country  ! 

The  home  of  God's  elect' 
O.i,  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest  ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. — Ame 


34   m.  a.  K.Di>ER.    ON  THE  SWEET  EDEN  SHORE. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1  On  the  sweet  E -den  shore  so    peace-ful  and  bright.  The spiritsmade perfect  are  dwelling  in  light.     Their 
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white  wings  are  wafting  them  gently  along,  Thro'  beau -ti-ful  regions      of    glory    and  song.  On  the  sweet         E-den 
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On  the  sweet 
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so         peace    -    ful  and    bright.  On  the      sweet 
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E  -  den    shore  the 
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E  -  den  shore, 
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On  the  sweet E  -  den  shore, 
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home  of  the  blest,  With  friends  gone  before, "We'll  tarry  and  rest,     tar-ry  and  rest,     Tarry  and  rest  on  the  shore 
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ON    THE    SWEET    EDEN    SHORE -concluded. 

2  0   blessed  to  rise  when  life's  pangs  are  o'er,  3  On  the  sweet  Eden  shore,  the  home  of  the  blest, 

To  mount  up  to  heaven  and  dwell  evermore,  With  friends  gone  before,  soon  we'll  tarry  and  rest, 

To  never  grow  wear}'  and  never  know  care,  Content  there  with  Jesus  our  Saviour  to  stay, 

In  those  beautiful  regions  so  blooming  and  fair.  Cho.  We'll  delight  in  the  pleasures  that  never  decay.  Cho. 
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35  Fanny  Crosby. 

Slmo,  with  feclina. 


MORE    LIKE    JESUS. 


\V.   H.   DOANB. 
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1.  More  like   Je-sus  would  I      be; 
2-     If      He  hears  the  ra-ven's  cry  ; 


Let 
If 
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my  Saviour  dwell  with  me —  Fill  my  soul  with  peace  and  love — 
His    ev  -  er  -  watchful    eye     Marks  the  sparrows  when  they  fall, 
-*-    <S>-     _  -G>-.     -&-   -»-  -&-    m       n  „ 
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Poor  in    spi  -  rit  would  I    be —  Let  my  Saviour  dwell  in 
Pure  in  heart   I  still  would  be —  Let  my  Saviour  dwell  in 


3  More  like  Jesus  when  I  pray, 
More  like  Jesus  day  by  day, 
May  I  rest  me  by  His  side, 
Where  the  tranquil  waters  glide  ; 
Born  of  Him,  through  grace  renewed, 
By  His  love  my  will  subdued, 
Bich  in  faith  I  still  would  be — 
Let  my  Saviour  dwell  in  me. 
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Dr.  C.  It.  Blackall, 


HAST   THOU    GLEANED   WELL  TO-DAY. 


E.  Lowrty. 


1.  The     shadows    are    fall-ing,   Swift    clos-eth    the    day,      I  hear      a  voice    call-ing,    It    seemeth    to    say, —  Oh. 

2.  The     day    is     de  -  part-ing,    The    darkness    is     here;  Ah!     why    am     I        starting,  While  heart  beats  with  fear,  Soul! 

3.  The    light    is     ap  -  pear-ing,   The    darkness    is     gone,    For      Je  -  sos     is        Hearing,    And    ten-der  His  tone, —  Oh, 
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(Jenny  V.) 
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PRAISE    THE    GIVER    OP    ALL. 

Suitable  for  a  Festival. 
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WM.    F.    SHERT7IN. 
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1  Let        us      niin-gle      our      voi  -  ces       in      cho  -  rus      to  -  day ;  The    earth    is 
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na  -  ture    is 


gay: 
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C  And  the  stream   in      the      v9H 
\  Let    his    chil  -  dren  with  rap  ■ 
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his       mer  -  cy 


a  -  long  ;  How  hap  -  py 
re  -  call,     The    boun  -  ti 

-*-     -0-     -&-     -&-    .-*- 


its 
fill 


EfEE*EE^ 


:[J:Jee£ 


£— * 


V=^=^- 


:p=pe 


=P 


G*= 


Fine. 


0 II— 


CHORUS. 
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Praise  the  Lord,  the 
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Giv  -  er        of      all, 
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Praise  the  Lord,  the 


H 
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2i  There  is  joy  in  the  sunbeam  that  sparkles  so  bright,  8  Let  us  join  the  glad  music  and  joyfully  praise, 

And  calls  the  young  blossoms  to  welcome  the  light ;  In  purest  devotion,  our  jubilant  praise  ; 

/nd  the  bird  in  the  greenwood  is  singing  with  glee,  We  are  grateful  to  God  for  this  beautiful*  day  ; 

As  cheerful  aud  happy  as  we.     Cho.  We'll  sing  the  bright  moments  away.     Cho. 

*Or   "festival  day." 
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Kate  Cameron 
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ANNIVERSARY    SONG. 
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W.  F.  Sherwin-. 


b 


We  sing  our  son< 
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bi-lee,  Our    voices  rising  loudand  free,  And  with  the  notes  of  sweet  accord,  We 
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Chorus. 


-V- S- 


:^»EjE=?==5=r3 


is 


-&-*, 


a 


iat 


m^^ 


ge-ther,  Love  fills  our  hearts, and  our  faces  are  bright. 


glad  -  ly      u  -  nite  :  Sing-ing    to-ge  -  ther,  sing-ing  to. 
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>ol',  oh  ! 


Our  Sabbath  school',  ok  !  may  He  bless, 
And  guard  its  lambs  with  tenderness ; 
And  lead  us  gently  when  we  die 
To  our  Good  Shepherd's  fold  on  high  ! 
Singing  together,  &c. 
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2  We  praise  Him  for  the  year  now  past, 

And  at  his  feet  our  cares  we  cast  ; 

And  O  may  He  who  guides  our  way, 

Forbid  our  youthful  steps  to  stray. 

Singing  together,  &c. 


I    LOVE    TO    TELL    THE    STORY. 


1 — |4^-£_U-i  j    1      ^p~ 


Wm.  G.  Fischer." 


to  tell    the    sto 
to  tell    the    sto 


ry ;  Of     unseen  things  a  -  bove,    Of     Je   -    sus  and  his    glo  -  ry, 
ry ;  More  wouder-ful     it  seeme  Than  all      the  gold-en     fancies, 
to  tell    the    sto    -    ry ;  'Tis  pleasant  to    re  -  peat  What  seems,  each  time  I    tell    it, 

J    1.  .  _    _    J     i  -f*--    +£=!' 


Of        Je  -  sus  and    his 
Of       all    our     golden 
More    wond-er   ful  -  ly 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story  ; 

For  those  who  know  it  be3t 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
"Twill  be  the  Old,  Old  Story 

That  I  have  loved  bo  long !— Cho. 
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TKE    WATER    OF    LIFE. 

Chorus. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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Je-sus, the  water    of   life  will  give  Free-ly,  free-ly,  free  -  ly, 

Je-sus  has  promised  a  home  in  heav'n, Freely , free-ly,  free  -  ly, 

Je-sushas  promised  a  robe  of  white, Free-ly,  free-ly,  free  -  ly, 
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Je-sus, the  wa-ter  of  life  will  give 
Je-sus  has  promised  a  home  in  heav'n, 
Je-sus  has  promised  a  robe    of  wbite, 


Free-ly     to    those  who  love  Him.    Come  to  that  fountain,  O  drink  and  live,  Free-ly,  free-ly,  free-ly, 

Free-ly     to    those  who  love  Him.    Treasures  unfading  will  there  be  giv  -  en,  Free-ly,  free-ly,  free-ly, 

Free-ly    to    those  who  love  Him.    Kingdoms  of  glo  -  ry  and  crowns  of  light,  Free-ly,  free-ly,  free-ly, 
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Come  to  that  fountain, 0  drink  and  live,  Flowing  for  those  that  love  Him.  The  Spi  -  rit  and  the  Bride  say,  come 

Treasures  unfading  will  there  be  given,    Free-ly  to  those  that  love  Him.  The  Spi  -  rit   and  the  Bride  say,  etc. 

Kingdoms  of  glory  and  crowns  of  light,    Free-ly  to  those  that  love  Him.  The  Spi  -  rit   and  the  Bride  say,  etc. 
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Chorus. 


THE    WATER    OP    LIPE-concluded. 

Duet.  Chorus. 


S* 9 — m 1-*—* hH-hr V- — h: 1 Lp*-1-: * 1 r^-Lh: «-fi* ' 


-y-y 


PTttf 


Free  -  ly,  free  -  ly,  free  -  ly,    And  he  that    is  thirs  -  ty     let   him  come, And  drink  of  the     water      of    life. 


mr£ 


„     -       e>       «     <*     ~         -■  y     « 

The  fountain  of  life  is  flowing, Flowing, freely  flowing, The  fountain  of  life  is[flowing,Is  flowing  for  you  and  for  me. 

'    •»— g — * — * — »  -  tza — 


i_* ^ *a i^_  »_-  k« 1 'i 1 


"7~V  V  >  1^ 

41  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Codner. 
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Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


Lordjhearof  sbow'rs  of  blessings, Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free; 
Showers  the  thirsty  laud  refreshing,  Let  some  droppings  fall  ou  me. 

Pass  me  not,  0  God,  my  Father,  Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be  ; 

Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather,  Let  Thy  mercy  fall  on  me. 


E-ven  me,    E-ven  me,  Let  some  droppings  fall    on      me. 

me 


E-ven 'me,    E-ven  me,  Let  some  droppings  fall    on      me. 


3  Pass  me  not,  0  gracious  Saviour, 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  Thee  : 

Fain  I'm  longing  for  Thy  favor  ; 

_  Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  call  for  me.1 — Even  me. 
47 


ill  (I 

4  Pass  me  not,  Thy  lost  one  bringing  ; 
Bind  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 
Blessing  others,  0,  bless  me. — Even  me. 
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42  HYMNS  OP  GRATEFUL  LOVE. 

May  he  sung  as  Trio  or  Semi-Chorus. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Shall  hymns  of  grateful  love,  Thro' heav'n's  high  arches  ring,  And  all  the  hosts  above, Their  songs  of  triumph  sing. 


,2  Shall  every  ransomed  tribe                    3  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord,                    4  Then  spread  the  joyful  sound, 

Of  Adam's  scattered  race,  Who  bought  them  with  His  blood,           The  Saviour's  love  proclaim, 

To  Christ  all  powers  ascribe,  And  all  the  love  record,                               And  publish  all  around, 

Who  saved  them  by  his  grace. — Clio.  That  led  them  home  to  God. — Cho.         Salvation  through  His  name. — Cho, 
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43  .        FlICHY  OOSBT, 


STRIKE-  THE    HARP    OP    ZION. 


W.  B.  B&1MM7ST. 
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1.  Strike  the  harp  of    Zi 


on,  wake  the  tune  -  ful  lay;    Bear  the  joy  •  ful    ti  -  dings  far 
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a  •  way ; 
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Lo !  the  morn  is  breaking, morn  of  purest  love,  Praise  for  ev-er, praise  ^to  God  a-bove.     Glo  -  ry  !  glo-ry ! 
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hark!  the 
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e  an-gels  sing,  Glo  -  ry  !  glo  -  ry  !  hear  the  e-cho   ring  !  Strike  the  harp  of  Zion,  wake  the  tuneful  lay  ; 
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2  Over  distant  regions  vailed  in  error's  night, 
See  the  holy  dawn  of  gospel  light; 
See !  the  nations  coming  at  the  Saviour's  call, 
49  Coming  now  to  crown  him  Lord  of  all. — Cho. 


Bear  the  jo}  -ful  ti  -  dings  far      a  •  way,    far      a  -  way,    Bear  the   joy 


3  0,  the  joyful  storry,  life  to  every  soul ! 
Like  a  mighty  ocean  let  it  roll, 
Bringing  home  the  lost  ones  from  the  path  of  sin, 
Till  the  world  shall  all  be  gathered  in.-  Cso. 
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OUR    SONG    OP    TRIUMPH. 


Iter.  Alfred  Tatlojl 
Semi-Chorus.         , 
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1.  March  a  -  long  !  rnarcli  a  -  Ions:!     Sing-ing      a      glad      tri  -  umpbant  song. 

2.  March  a  -  long  !  inarch  a  -  long !     Sing-ing      a      glad      tri  •  umphant  song. 
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Sing    of    the    love     of 
Sing  what  he    tells    me 
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God    to    me,         Sing    of    his  grace    so    rich    and    free ;        Sing    of    his    good-ness        by      the    way, 
in    his    word,     Brightest   and  best    that  e'er    was    heard ;      Sing  how  my      Saviour        came    to      die ; 
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Sing  how  he  keeps  me      day    by    day. 
Sing  how  he  lives  and    reigns  on  high. 


Sing  of    the    mer-cy,    sing  of    the  love,    Keeping  my  bouI    for 


-a-  -0-  -m 
50 


=*- 


iry 


£=!*- 


m 


J  eh 


» — 9 — *—=£ 


OUR    SONG    OP    TRIUMPH.-Concluded. 

Chorus.  I  .*  *,  %,         | 


3 


■  N   *1 


glo  -  ry        a  -  bove.  March      a  -  long !  march 
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a  -  long  !  Sing  -  ing      a      glad,    tri  -  umphani     song. 
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4  March  along!  march  along! 
Singing  a  glad  triumphant  SODg. 

Sing  of  my  Jesus,  strong  to  save, 
Sing  of  his  victory  o'er  the  grave. 
Sing  how  he  rose  from  death  and  night, 
Bringing  my  soul  to  endless  light. — Duet 
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3  March  along  !  march  along ! 
Singing  a  glad  triumphant  song. 

Sing  how  he  loved  my  soul  so  well, 
Ransomed  with  blood  from  sin  and  hell ; 
Sing  how  his  precious  blood  was  spilt, 
Washing  away  my  deepest  guilt. — Duet. 
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GOD    OF    MERCY,    THRON'D    ON    HIGH. 


From  "  Cantica  Sacra." 
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1.  God    of  mer  •  cy,  thron'd  on  high,    Lis  -  ten  from  Thy   lof  -   ty    seat;  Hear,  oh  hear  our    fee  -  ble   cry; 

2.  Young  and  err  -  ing  travellers     we,      All    our  dangers     do       not  know;    Scarcely    fear  the   stor-my  sea, 
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3  Jeans,  Lover  of  the  young, 

Cleanse  us  with  Thy  Blood  divine 
Ere  the  tide  of  sin  grow  strong, 
Save  us,  keep  us,  make  us  Thine. 

4  Saviour,  give  us  faith,  and  pour 

Hope  and  Love  on  every  soul, 
HQpe,  till  time  shall  be  no  more  j 
Love, while  endless  ages  roll.  Amen. 
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feet, 
blow. 
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SUNDAY  SCHOOL  VOLUNTEER  SONG. 

To  the  Leader. — The  effect  of  this  piece  will  be  heightened  by  tinging  the  first  part  responsively 


j.f-4     \      teed      :    J  d-U^L-^—g^-^ -^Tm ^^T-^^--*^ft^— -ft-^fcq 


.    C  We   are  marching  on  with  shield  &  banner  bright, We  will  work  for  God  and   bat-tie  for  the  right,  We  will 

'  \  In    the  Sunday  School  our  ar-my    we    prepare,    As   we    ral  -  ly  round  our  blessed  standard  there,  And  the 

D.C.    We  are  marching  onward,  singing  aa    we    go,      To  the  promis'd  land  where  living  waters  flow  ;  Come  and 


In  marching  movement. 


Wm.  B.  Bradburt. 
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End. 
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praise  his  name  rejoicing  in  his  might,  And  we'll  work  tillJesus  calls.  \  mi  ^ 

Saviour's  cross  we  early  learn  to  bear,  While  we  work  till  Jesus  calls.   )  ' 

join  our  ranks  as  pilgrims  here  below,Come  &  work  till  Jesus    calls. 


then  a-wake,  Happy 
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Then  awake, 


then  awake, 


D.C. 


song,  happy  song,  Shout  for  joy,  shout  for  joy,  As  we  gladly  march  a  -  Ion 


t^ 


Shout  for  joy,  shout  for  joy, 


As  we  gladly  march  a  -  long. 
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Happy  song. 


happy  song,        Shout  for  joy, 


ihout  for  joy,  As  we  gladly  march  a  ■  long. 
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WORK,    FOR    THE    NIGHT    IS    COMING. 
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1    Work,  for    the  night    is    com  -  ing,  Work  thro' the  morning  hours  ;      Work  while  the  dew   is    spark-ling, 
2.  Work,  for    the  night  is    com  -  ing,  Work  thro' the  sun-ny  noon;  Fill  brightest  hours  with   la  •  bor, 
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Work  'mid  spring-ing  flowers  ;    Woi-k  when   the  day  grows  bright  -  er,    Work    in      the  glow-ing    sun  ; 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon.  Give    ev  -  'ry    fly  •  ing    mi     •    nute    Something    to  keep    in    store : 


Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies  ! 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing. 

Work,  for  daylight  flies, 
Work,  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to -shine  no  more  ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  dark'ning, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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Duet.  Girls 


MANSIONS    OP    LIGHT. 

£_  i.    r 


W.  H.  Doasb. 
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MANSIONS    OP    LIGHT.-concluded. 
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come,  we  "are  bound  for    the      man  •  sions    of  light,  The       beau-ti  •  ful  home      of      the     blest. 
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MARCHING 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  R.  Lowrt. 


(Marchingon!  marchingon!  glad  as  birds  on  thewing.Come  thebright  ranksqf  children  from  near  andfrom  far; 
\  Happy  hearts,  full  of  son. 


Chorus. 


neath  our  banners  we  bring,  Little  sol  -  diers  of  Zi-ou prepare  for  the  war. 

1st, 


(Marching  on  !  marching  on  '  sound  the  battle  cry,  sound  the  battle  cry, 
\Marching  on  !  marching  on  !  shout  the  vic-to-rv,  shout  the  victo-ry ! 

jp2-  x*.  m*?£.-J++r     ♦.ma 
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For  the  Saviour  is  before  us,  and  for  him  we  draw  the  sword. 

jt-jft.     _e  jt • m- -m-  _-m -*- 
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We  will   end  the  battle   singing, 


Halle  -  lu  -  jab   to    the    Lord  !" 
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Pressing  on  !  pressing  on  !  to  the  din  of  the  fray, 

With  the  firm  tread  of  faith  to  the  battle  we  go  ; 
'Mid  the  cheering  of  angels  our  ranks  march  away, 

With  our  flags  pointing  ever  right  on  toward  the  foe,  Cho. 
Fighting  on  !  fighting  on !  in  the  midst  of  the  strife, 

At  the  call  of  our  Captain  we  draw  every  sword; 
We  are  battling  for  Uod,  we  are  struggling  for  life, 

Let  us  strike  every  rebel  that  fights 'gainst  the  Lord,  Cuifc 
Singing  on:  singing  on  !  from  the  battle  we  come 

Every  flag  bears  a  wreath,  every  soldier  renown; 
Heavenly  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  us  home, 

And  the  Saviour  will  give  us  a  robe  and  a  crown,  Cna. 
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HARK! 


Words  by  V.  A. 


THE    VOICE 

MISSION  SONG. 


OP    JESUS. 


P.  P.  Vah  Absdalb. 


2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 

And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

You  can  help  them  at  your  door  ; 
If  you  cannot  give  your  thousands, 

You  can  give  the  widow's  mite, 
And  the  least  you  do  for  Jesus 
Will  be  precious  in  his  sight. 
56 


3  If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  he  died  for  all  ; 
If  you  fail  to  rouse  the  wicked, 

With  the  judgment's  dread  alarmSj 
Yon  may  lead  the  little  children 

To  the  Saviour's  waiting  arms. 


4  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying. 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you, 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"There  is  nothing  I  can  do  !  " 
Gladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you, 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  bo, 
Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

"Here  am  I,  0  Lord,  send  cat." 
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THE    WELCOME    HOME. 


* 


Wm.  B.  Bradbctt. 
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C  How      sweet  will    be      the  wel  -  come  home,  When  this  short  life    is 


1        l    ir ' «  o»'.cu      mil        i^o  uuo     >»<„i    -   vuiuo   ul/uii.  j   ■»   ui.u    luia   ouviu   iiio        lo  v  cii 

(.  When     we    that  bright  and  heav'nly    land,  With   spi  -  rit    eyes  shall      see, 
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o'er,  When  pain  and     sor  •  row, 
And  join     the      ho  -  ly 
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Full  Cherus. 
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care  and  grief  Shall  dwell  with  us  no    more 
angel  band,  In  praise,  dear  Lord,    of    thee. 


3^5 


)    The  welcome  home.the  welcome  home,  The  Christian's  welcome 
-JS  -0-     -      -#- 


Wel  -  come   home. 
2  Lord,  grant  my  frail  and  wayward  bark 
May  anchor  sure  and  fast, 
Beside  the  shining  gates  of  pearl, 

Where  I  may  rest  at  last ! 
When  once  within,  n>y  soul  shall  know 

No  hunger,  thirst  or  pain, 
No  sickness,  sorrow,  care  or  death 
Shall  visit  me  again  !        Cho. 


17 


Oh  may  I  live  while  here  below. 

In  view  of  that  blest  day, 
When  God's  bright  angels  shall  come  down, 

To  bear  my  soul  away ! 
When  I  shall  walk  the  golden  streets. 

In  garments  white  and  pure  ; 
And  sing  an  endless  song  to  him, 

Who  made  my  soul  secure  !         Cho. 

In  the  last  stanza  the  chorus  may  be  repealed  pp. 
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Mbs.  Lydta  C.  Baxter. 


WORK    AND    PRAY. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  We  have  come  to    Je  -  sus  pray-ing,  Loi-d,  re-deem  us  from  all      sin;  And  his  precious  voice  is      say-ing, 

2.  Breathe  a  pray'r  for  ev  -  'ry  nati  on,  Where  the  waves  of  darkness    roll  :      Send  the  message  of     sal  -  va  -  tion, 


J: 


"  Let  the    lit- tie  ones  come  in."      \     Oh,  there's  work  for    all   to      do,  Will  you  pray  and    la  -  bor       too? 
It  may  save  s.ome  cap-tive  soul.     ) 
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Oh ,  there's  work  for  all    to      do,    Will  you  pray  and     la  -  bor    too? 
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From  the  fold  of  Jesus,  blindly, 
Loving  hearts  are  led  astray  ; 

Tell  them,  ever  tell  them  kindly, 
Jesus  is  the  truth,  the  way, 

Oh.  there's  work  for  all  to  do, 
Will  you  pray  and  labor  too  ? 


LAMBS    OP    THE    UPPER    FOLD. 


B.  R.  H.  From  "  Chapel  Gems," 


1. 'Mid  the  pastures  green  of  the  blessed  isles.  Where  never     is    heat  or    cold,  Where  the  light  of  life  is  the  Shepherd's  smile,  Are  the 
2.  There  are  tiny  mounds  wheie  the  hopes  of  earth  Were  laid'ueath  the  tear- wet  mold, But  the  light  that  pal'd  at  th<*  stricken  hearth  Was 
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glad  new  song  is  the  song  they  sing,Are  the  Lambs  of  the  Up-per    Fold.    Fold.    Lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  Lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold, 
teu-der  Shepherd  doth  guard  witli  care  The  Lambs  of  the  Up-per    Fold.    Fold.   Lambs,  etc. 
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54       vVords  by  Mrs  M.  A.  Kidder.      OVER     ON     THE     OTHER     SIDE.  W.  H.  Doak«. 

1.    On  -  ly   just  aero*  "the    ri  -  ver,         O  -  ver  on  the  oth  -  er    side,     Where  the  an  -  gelsare'in  wait  -  ing, 
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And  the  pure  in  heart  a  -  bide  ;  Where  there  is    no  pain  or    sor  -  row      To    in-trude  on  heavenly  rest, 
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Chorus. 
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When  the  saints  are  passing  o  -  ver,        On  -  ly  just    across  the     ri  -  ver,    Ov  -  er     on     the  oth-er    side. 
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OVER    ON    THE    OTHER    SIDE-concluded 


S    Only  Just  across  the  river, 

Are  tbe  friends  we  love  below, 
Clad  in  pure  and  spotless  garments, 

That  are  whiter  than  the  snow; 
They  have  braved  cold  Jordan's  billows, 

And  have  pass'd  thro'  death's  alarms 
They  are  free  from  every  sorrow, 

In  the  Saviour's  loving  arms.    Cho. 


Mrs.  E,  Prentiss. 


3  Only  just  across  the  river, 

Where  the  hills  of  glory  shine, 
There  the  pearly  gates  unfolding, 

Lead  the  soul  to  joy  divine. 
There  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

And  the  living  waters  glide. 
Only  just  across  the  river, 

Over  on  the  other  side.    Cho. 

CLOSER.  TO    ME. 
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4  Only  just  across  the  river, 

Are  the  robes  of  spotless  white; 
Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  crowns  of  glory  "bright, 
And  the  saiuts  and  augels  joining 

In  the  song  with  one  accord, 
Only  just  across  the  river, 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord.    Cho. 

Rev.  R.  Lowrt. 
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1.  Press  close,  my  child,  to    Me,    Clos  •  er 

2.  Love,  pleasure,  rich  •  es,  fame  All     may 
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to    Me  ;  Earth  hath    uo  rest  -  ing-place  Rea  -  dy     for  The%; 
he  thine,  And     thy    un  -  mor  -  tal  soul    Still    will    re  -  pine  j 
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Straight  to    my    bo  •  som  flee  ;  Press  close,  my  child,  to    Me,    Clos  • 
I      must  be    all     to  thee  j  Press  close,  my  child,  to    Me,    Clos  - 


clos  -  er, 

clos  -  er, 


clos 
clos 


er 
er 


to   Me. 
to   Me. 
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3  Life  may  for  thee  contend, 

Hard  toil  and  care 
Strive  to  divide  from  Me, 

Crowd  every  where ; 
Let  them  my  servants  be  ; 

Press  thou,  my  child,  to  Me, 
Closer,  closer,  closer  to  Me. 


i p— r  i 

4  Grief  of  thy  heart  may  make 

A  desert  drear, 
Yet  there  my  sufferers  learn 

My  voice  to  hear ; 
Calling,  with  earnest  plea, 

Press  close,  my  child,  to  Me, 
Closer,  closer,  closer  to  Me. 
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5  Come,  then,  my  child  to  Me, 

Make  thyself  Mine 
I  give  Myself  to  thee, 

1  will  be  thine ; 
Joy,  grief,  and  care  shall  be 

Ties  binding  thee  to  Me, 
Closer,  closer,  closer  to  Me. 
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SWEET    THE    MOMENTS. 


Mozart. 
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1.  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in    blessing,  Which  be    -    fore    the 

2.  Tru  -  lv        bless-ed    is    this  sta-tion,  Low      be    -    fore     His 


cross     I 
cross      to 
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spend  ;  Life   and    health,  and 
lie  ;    While   I        see      di  - 
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peace  pos-sess-ing,  From   the    sin  -  ner's  dy-ing    friend.  Love  and    grief      my  heart  di  -  vi  -  ding,     With  my 
vine  com-pas-sion    Beain-ing      in    His  gra-cious     eye,  Here   I'll  sit,  for    ev  -  er    view-lug,     Mer  -  cy 
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tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe  ;   Con  -  stant    still,  in  faith  a  -  bid  -  ing,     Life  de    -    riv  -  ing  from   His    death, 
streaming  in  His    blood  ;    Pre-cious    drops  my  soul  be  -  dew-ing,  Plead,  and  claim  my  peace  with      God. 
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WAITING    BY    THE    RIVER. 


Duet. 


JS 
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1.  We      are  wait  -  ing     by     the    riv-     er, 

2.  There    is    dark-ness      o'er    the    riv  -  er, 


We      are   watching      on      the  shore, 
And     its    bil  -  lows    loud  -  ly      roar, 


On  -  ly 

Yet    the 


mmm 


Chorus. 


'       ,       > I*     is.    i       *     !     i  . I— vnorus-  i       __^ 


waiting     for      the  an  -  gel,  Soon  he'll  come    to    bear  us    o'er.  7    ,,r  .... 

mu-sic      of      the  an  -gel,  Cheer  us  from   the    o  -  ther  shore.  )    Ueare    waiting  by  the    riv  -  er, 


r    r    /    ■     i     /    / 

3  And  the  city,  bright  with  glory,  4  He  has  taken  many  a  loved  one,  5  Through  the  lonely  vale  of  shadows, 

How  its  splendor  charms  the  eye,  We  have  seen  them  leave  our  side,  When  in  triumph  we  have  passed 

.  Though  we  view  it  from  a  distance  With  our  Saviour  we  shall  meet  them ,     In  the  happy  land  of  promise, 

We  shall  reach  it  by-and-by.  —  Cho.         When  wo  cross  the  rolling  tide — Cho        We  shall  meet  our  friends  at  last  Cho 
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58  OUR    CHEERFUL    SABBATH    HOME. 

Lively.  Hdbert  P.  Mai 


1.  How  sweet  the  chiming     Sabbath  bells!    We      love    the  wel  -  come   sound;  And    haste,  with  glad  and 

2.  From  Christian  friends  and  teachers  there,     We     learn  the  heav'n  -  ly     way,       That    leads     to     Him  who 


mm^^m 


will-ing  heart, Where  pur  -  est  joys 
kind-ly  gave  This  ho  -  ly  hap 
-m-  -m-  -*-     -»-       -»-     -m-      •*- 
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are 
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found, 
day. 
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Our      home,  our    home, 

Our    home,  our   home,    our    home,  our  home,    Our 
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cheer-ful    Sabbath    home !     We     glad  •  ly 


seek    its    dear    re-treat, 
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Our      cheer-ful    Sabbath 


home. 
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3  We  sing  our  Saviour's  wond'rous  love, 
And  all  his  tender  care  ; 
We  sing  of  joy  beyond  the  sky 
In  mansions  bright  and  fair.    Cho. 


4  The  angels,  robed  in  purest  white, 
Surround  the  throne  above  ; 
And  there  our  happy  souls  may  join, 
To  sing  redeeming  love. 


I 
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Rev.  J.  Dowlino,  D.D. 


KINDLY    AND 


GRACIOUSLY. 

-4- 
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1.    Kindly  and  gra-ciously,  prompted  by  love, 


sus  came  down  from  the  bright  world  above,  Tho'  he  was 


2  Lovingly,  lovingly,  close  to  his  breast, 
Once  little  children  so  fondly  ho  press'd  ; 
Laid  each  dear  hand  on  some  little  one's  head 
Tenderly  smiling,  as  sweetly  he  said  : — 
"Dear  little  children,  so  happy  and  free 
Suffer  the  children  to  come  unto  me." 
Lovingly,  lovingly,  close  to  his  breast, 
Once  little  children  so  fondly  he  press'd 
6  5 


3  Tenderly,  tenderly,  free  from  alarms, 

Jesus  now  folds  tho  dear  lambs  in  his  arms  ; 
Hark  !  there  is  melody  through  the  air  borne — 
Borne  from  the  '  'happy  land"  whither  they're  gone. 
"Parents,  and  sisters,  and  brothers  most  dear  ! 
Weep  not,  but  meet  us,  Oh,  meet  with  us  here  £ 
Tenderly,  tenderly,  free  from  alarms, 
Jesus  now  folds  the  dear  lambs  in  his  arms."       g 
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ONWARD,    CHRISTIAN    SOLDIERS. 


T.  BlSSBLL. 


!223= 
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1.  Onward,  Christian  sol  -  diers,    marching  as    to       war, 

2.  Like  a    mighty    ar   -    my,  moves  the  Church  of    God  ; 


1- 


"With  the  cross  of     Je    -    sua  go  -  ing 

Brothers,  we  are    tread  -  ing      where  the 
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on    be  -  fore, 
saints  have  trod  : 
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Christ,  the  Royal      Mas  -  ter, 
We  are  not    di    -    vi  -  ded, 
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leads  against  the     foe, 
all    one    bo  -  dy      we, 
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Forward    in  -  to 
One    in  hope  and 
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Onward,  Christian  sol-diers,  marching  as  to        war, 
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ONWARD, 
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-  fore. 


With  the  Cross  of  Je    -    sus 

-0\  .-»-  -«-    -*-    -<£3-         -0- 


*£=j*=|s: 


gO  -  ID 

■0- 

&:■ 


61 
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Words  by  F.  J.  C. 


B 


CHRISTIAN    SOLDIERS— concluded. 

—I — |-, 1— —  3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 

But  the  Church  of  Jesus  constant  will  remain; 
Gates  of  hell  can  ncjvor  'gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  which  can  never  fail. 
4  Onward  then  ye  people,  join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices  in  the  triumph  song. 
Glory,  praise  and  honor,  men  and  angels  sing, 
Through  the  countless  ages  unto  Christ  the  King. 


on  be  ■  fore 

i 
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DEAR     JESUS,     HEAR     ME.     (Child's  Prayer.) 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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Saviour, bless  a  little  child;  Teach  my  heart  the  way  to  Thee;  Make  it  gentle, good  and  mild;  Loving  Saviour, care  for  me. 

■0-  -0-  -0-  -0-  -0-    -0-  -0-  -0-  -0-    -0-    0  m 
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Chorus 


Dear  Je-sus,  hear  me,  Ilear  thy   lit  -  tie    child  to  -  day;  Hear,    O    hear      me;     Hear  me  when  I 

-0-    -0-  -0-      -0'  -0-     -0-    -0-  -0-     -m  m  m  -W         -0-  -0-    -0-    -0-       x, 
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2  I  am  young,  but  Thou  hast  said —        3' Jesus  help  me,  I  am  weak  ;  4  I  would  never rgo  astray, 

All  who  will  may  come  to  Thee  ;  Let  me  put  my  trust  in  Thte  ;  Never  turn  aside  from  Thee  ; 

Feed  my  soul  with  living  Bread  ;  Teach  me  how,  and  what  to  speak  ;         Keep  me  in  the  heavenly  way  ; 

Loving  Saviour,  care  for  me. — Cho.         Loving  Saviour,  care  for  me.' — Cho.        Loving  Saviour,  care  for  me. — Cho, 
67 


62 


i^ 


DAWNING    IN    THE    VALLEY. 


Wm.  B.  Biudbttrt. 
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1.    Dawning  in    the  val-ley,  Smiling  o'er  the  hill.  Lo  !  the  Sabbath  morning,  Peaceful  calm  and  still. Cheers  the  drooping  spirit, 
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With    its     gol-den  rays,  While  we  greet  its  com -ing  With     a  song  of  praise,While  we  greet  its    coming  With     a    song  of  praise. 
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Chorus. 


"     *    L>     fe*    y 


P 


-m—m — F— i— 
£    1/     /» 


ii 


r 


:fc±=t 


r? 


* 


=d 


OT 


I*  # 

Welcome  day:  ho  -  ly  day,  Hear  the   passing  moments  gen-tly  say, Watch  and  pray, 
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Come  to  Je-sus,  come  a- way. 
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2.  While  in  joyful  chorus 

Chime  the  Sabbath  bells, 
Let  us. seek  the  temple 

Where  our  Father  dwells. 
Bending  there  before  him, 

Ask  for  grace  divine, 
Light  of  hope  eternal, 

In  our  hearts  to  shine. — Cho, 


Day  of  rest  from  labor, 

Pure  and  tranquil  rest  ; 
Day  of  sweet  refreshing, 

By  our  Father  blest , 
May  our  soul's  devotion 

Kindle  while  we  sing, 
Praise  to  him  who  made  it, 

Praise  to  God  our  King. — Cho. 


1 


63 


IN    A    MANGER    LAID    SO    LOWLY. 
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HIS 


Wm.  B.  Bradburt. 


„rnt 

1.  In      a      manger    laid  so      low-ly,  Came  the  Prince  of  Peace  to  earth  ;  While  a    choir  of    an  -  eels 
Eft"  4-      at— *H    bl     -p      * 
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ho  -  ly,  Sang  to     eel  -  e  -  brate  his  birth.       "Glo-ry    in    the  highest,"   Sang  the  glad  an  -  gel  -  ic  strain  • 


2.  As  the  wise  men  from  fur  Persia, 
Brought  rich  gifts  to  Jewry's  King, 
Grateful  love,  a  richer  treasure, 
Sang  to  celebrate  his  birth. 
Cho.  "Glory  in  the  highest," 
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3.  Where  Christ's  joyful  kingdom  cometh, 
Deserts  blossom  as  the  rose  ; 
And  God's  gracious  rain  descendeth, 
Where  the  coral  island  grows. 
Cho.  "Glory  in  the  highest." 


64 


MY    HOME    IS    THERE. 


Mrs.  M.  A.  Kioter. 


Wm.  B.  Biladbtoy. 
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1.     Above    the     wave3        of      earthly    strife,        Above      the     ills and    cares  of   life;      "Where  all  is 
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Chorus.   ■ 
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In  the    land  where  the  glori  -  fied  ev  -  er 


home,. 
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My    beau  •  ti  *  ful        home, 
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bean  -  ti  -  ful    home,. 
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My        beauti  -  ful  home,  In  the    land  where  the  glori  -  fied    ev  -  er  shall 


MY    HOME    IS    THERE. -Concluded. 
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roam,      Where  an    -    gels        bright 


wear  crowns    of        light, 
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My     home        is 


E£ 


roam,        Where  an    -    gels,      an  -    gels  bright,  wear  crowns,  wear  crowns  of  light,    My     home        is 


there, 


my    home 


Far  from  sorrow,  doubt  and  pain, 
Away  from  worldly  loss  and  gain, 
From  all  temptation,  tears  and  care ; 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 
My  beautiful  home,  &c. 


2  Where  living  fountains  sweetly  flow, 
Where  buds  and  flowers  immortal  grow, 
Where  trees  their  fruits  celestial  bear  ; 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 
My  beautiful  home,  &o. 


4  Beyond  the  bright  and  pearly  gates, 
Where  Jesus,  loving  Saviour,  waits 
Where  all  is  peaceful,  bright,  and  fair; 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 
My  beautiful  home,  &o. 
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1    WILL    SING    FOR    JESUS. 
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1.  I    will  sing  for    Jesus,        With  his  blood  he  bought  me;  And  all     a -long  my  pil-grim  way  His   loving  hand  has  brought  me 

2.  Can  there  o  -  ver -  take  me         Au  -  y    dark  dis-as  •  ter,      While  I    sing   for     Je    -    sus,     My  blessed,  blessed    Mas-ter. 

r>    i 


3.  I    will  sing  for    Je-sus!  His  name  a-lone    pre  -  vail-ing,  Shall  be  my  sweet-est      mu  -   sic,  When  heart  and  flesh  are  failing. 

4.  Still  I'll  sing  for   Je-sus!  0!   how  will    I      a  -  dore  him,  A- mong  the  cloud  of  wit,  ness-es,  Who  cast  their  crowns  before  him. 
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Chorus. 
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0!     help    me    sing  for     Je-sus,        Help  me  tell  the     sto  -  ry    Of    him  who  did    re  -  deem  us,  The  Lord  of    life  and     glory, 
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0!    help  me     sing  for    Je-sus,       Help  me  tell  the    sto-ry    Of    him  who  did    re  -  deem  ns,  The  Lord  of    life  and    glo-ry, 
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66  Fanny  Crosbt. 

Sprightly,  but  not  too  fast. 


CHILDREN    SING. 


W.  H.  Doanb. 


1.    Chil-dren  sing,  glad  -  ly    sing,    Hal-le  -  In  .  jahs     to     our  king;  Lord    of     all,  great  and  small,   At     bis   feet  with 
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rap-ture  fall;  Children  sing,  he  is  near,  Bending  still  his  gracious  ear,  Trust  iu  him:  0,  rejoice  !  Praise  the  Lord  with  heart  &  voice. 
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Then  sing,  gladly  sing,  Sing,  gladly  sing,  Till  the  heav'nly  arches  ring.Till  you  hear  the  saiuts  above,  Praising  God  for  he  is    love. 
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Journey  on  hand  in  hand, 
Singing  to  the  promised  land, 
There  is  rest,  there  is  rest. 
In  the  kingdom  of  the  blest ; 
Children  sing,  gladly  sing, 
Till  the  heavenly  arches  ring, 
Till  you  hear  the  saints  above, 
Praising  God,  for  he  is  love.    Cho. 


Children  sing,  when  the  light 
Wakes  the  rosy  morning  bright, 
When  the  birds'  tuneful  lay, 
Hail  with  joy  the  opening  day, 
Praise  the  Lord,  he  has  made 
Verdant  lawn  and  forest  shade, 
Children  sing,  gladly  sing, 
Hallelujahs  to  our  king.    Cho. 


Children,  sing!  who  can  tell 

Jf  the  song  you  love  so  well, 

May  not  reach  one  whose  heart 

Longs  to  choose  the  better  part  1 

Stealing  soft,  like  th6  sigh 

Of  a  zephyr  passing  by. 

Children  sing,  ever  sing, 

Loudest  praise  to  God  our  king.    Cho. 


CHRISTIAN,    AWAKE! 
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The  cause  of  thy  Master,  with  vigour  defend, 
Be  watchful,  be  zealous,  and  fight  to  the  end  ; 
Wherever  he  leads  thee,  go,  valiantly  go, 
And  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 
Stand  like  the  brave,  &o. 


Press  on,  never  doubting,  thy  Captain  is  near, 
With  grace  to  supply,  and  with  comfort  to  cheer  ; 
His  love,  like  a  stream,  in  the  desert  will  flow, 
Then  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 
Stand  like  the  brave,  &c. 


ONE 


MORE    DAY'S 


WORK    FOR    JESUS. 
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Rev.  R.  Lowrt. 


One  more  day's  work  for 
One  more  day's  work  for 


sus, 
sus. 


One    less       of    life   for    me!    But  heav'n  is    near-er,  And  Christ  is 
How   glo-rious     is    my  King!  "lis  joy,  not     du  -  ty,     To  speak  his 


dear  -  er     Than  yes  -  ter  -  day  to     me;     His  love  and  light  Fill  all  my  soul  to-night,    One  more  day's  work  for 
beau-ty  ;      My  soul  mounts  on  the  wing      At  the  mere  tlio't  How  Christ  my  life  has  bought. 


■I 1 U—  | _ga  _. : — d>  —  0 


d 


li^H^ 


fetzS 


One    more  day's  work  for   Je-sus, 


One  more  day's  work  for  Je-sus,      One  less 


.  3  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus  ; 
How  sweet  the  work  has  been, 
To  tell  the  story, 
To  show  the  glory, 
Where  Christ's  flock  enter  in  ! 
How  it  did  shine 

In  this  poor  heart  of  mine !     Cho. 
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of  life  for    me. 

sum 


4  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus- — 
O,  yes,  a  weary  day  ; 

But  heaven  shines  clearer 
And  rest  comes  nearer, 
At  each  step  of  the  way  ; 
And  Christ  in  all — 
Before  his  face  I  fall.     Cho. 


5  O,  blessed  work  for  Jesus  ! 
0,  rest  at  Jesus'  feet! 

There  toil  seems  pleasure, 
My  wants  are  treasure, 
And  pain  for  him  is  sweet, 
Lord,  if  I  may, 
I'll  serve  another  day  !     Cho. 
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Jdlia  B.  Cady. 


DEAR    AND    BLESSED    JESUS. 


W.  H   Doane. 

I 


■j^i — Up^^—Jrnztazn) ,_=!— p3_« — ; — ,-j=^- -= 4 — ■ — ■ — ■ — tJF=* s  ~~*~i 
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i-g-s 


£3? 


1.  O,     dear  and  blessed       Je  -  sus,  We  come  with  song's  of  praise,  Our  thankful  hearts  and  voi  -  ces,   To 

2.  For  Thou  in  Thy  com  -  pas-sion,  Did'st  leave  Thy  heavenly  home,  And  did'st  in  Beth-le-hem's  manger    A 

.ft.     -«_  m   -p.  ■  4*-      _  _  -^-    _       _  _     _       „       _     • 


W- 


4= 


4^t 


4= 


:g 


-r" 


^=1= 


Thee  we    glad  -  ly    raise  ;      Tho'     Thou    art  high  and      ho  -  ly,    'Mid    an  -  gels  bright  a    -    bove,     Yet 
lit  -  tie    child  be  -  come ;    Did'st      live    a      life     of      sor  -  row,  And    die      a    death  of      shame,  That 


.  jj<       & *- 


--r=r- 


-e»-p- 


JL. 


-P- 


:l=l= 


-I — 


_-g_L£U: 


I 


Chorus. 


we      on    earth       so      low  -  ly,       May  reach  Thee  with  our    love. 
Thou  migh'st  give      sal    -    va  -  tion      To       all    who    trust  Thy  name. 

-    ■*£    -P- 


come,      we      come,    we 


gHf-i- I— -4— 2SzEPg==z^=^H==^ 


E 


->s>-p- 


acrpm 


■=+- 
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We  come,      We  come, 


DEAR    AND    BLESSED    JESUS.-Concluded. 

J ^J '         -  .   1 L        ! 


M=+±^=*z 


r$srz 


-z*- 


:P; 


come    with  songs    of    praiss:      We      come, 


to 


day, 


g=g=3=^| 


X==X- 


-?-—-!: 


We     come  with,   songs    of    praise. 


~r4 


*=£ 


-e>— p-- 


3    0,  dear  and  blessed  Jesus, 
Accept  our  loving  song, 
As  we  now  comet  o  praise  thee 
A  thankful  happy  throng ; 


We  come 


J "  4    As  we  recount  the  story, 

We  wonder  and  adore, 
Oh  !  may  we  sing  thy  glory, 
Both  now  and  evermore. 
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SAVIOUR, 


SHEPHERD. 


Wm.  B.  Bradcry. 


a:_„_ ,_ f>=f — 9 *->=, ~--»    '   %— *—* «_Cg-^Xl ■  ri  I     y j-  — 


C  Saviour  like    a  shepherd    lead 
t   In  thy  pleasant  pastures   feed 


us,    Much  we  need  thy  tend'rest  care ;  7      -m        j    T  -oi       ', 

usl       For    our  use  thy  fold   pre-pare.    J     Blessed  Je  -  sus,     Blessed 


^EE3E 


# — *■ — ^— ^ 


frjr4- 


*=|e 


p- 


:p: 
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-\r~^-\r"7' 
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ei—o—m-rj a-Ce^-U r_ 1         y    ^-*- -j J33*11* *=-J^=p^— a 


Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 


:r   p   •-*-- 

:^— P=*=:£: 


-»»**- 


Blessed  Je-sus,    Bless'ed  Jesus, Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

-&-  -m-  -»-  -0-    rr\ 


■P- 


:p-: 


1=*= 
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v  — •*— i-i r— a — *"— 


*=(E 


:si 


Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor, 
Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 

Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 
With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill. 

Blessed  Jesus. 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  bve  us  still. 


£B 


2    We  are  thine,  do  tbou  befriend  us, 

Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way : 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defrendus, 

Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus, 

7  7    Hear,  0  hear  us,  when  we  pray. 


Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Pcor  and  sinful  though  we  be; 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  thee. 
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NEVER    GROW   WEARY. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbto*. 


£EB=t=fe£ri 


ipPPPg 
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=3=1 
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B 


*^* 


-Gk- 


1,    We  must  ne-ver  grow  wea-ry,  do  -  ing  well,     do-  ing  well,  Though  in  time  we  may  reap  no    re  -  ward  j 


^^3F^ 


ei^i 


a,  ,  ,»»       > ,v v  i>  >■  i 
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For    E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty      will    tell — yes,    E 


zrzj-7— ^: 


ii^E^i^=^?: 


=p^m 


p^23=t=t 


Tlr 


"pg — g~ 


cres.    Chorus. 


ter-ni-ty      will      tell,      What     a        bless-ing    rests 


fr=E=E= 


^=T=: 


/   • 


/ 


=t 


^zg=JE^=^ 


those  who  serve  the  Lord. 


ye    stars',  shine  on,  shine    on! 


^*— £ 


T-P- 


Far  up    in    heaven's  own     blue, 
-£>-  -«-   -tf»-       n    -#-    a         -f-2- 


p£ 
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-m « — 


/ 


f=^ 
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Some    time,     some    time, 
I  I         «    . 


:- 


too    may    shine, 
-*-       -P- 


I      may     shine 


-"&- 


As    bright-ly 


you 


^ 


NEVER    GROW 

2.  We  must  bear  the  yoke  daily  : —  Jesus  says, 

"It  is  easy,  my  burden  is  light  ;" 
For  he  knows  how  trail  we  are,  yes,  he  knows  how  frail 
we  are, 
And  he  helps  us  through  the  day  and  through  the 
night.     Cho.—O  ye  stars,  &c. 

3.  All  the  stars  o'er  us  shining  in  the  sky. 

And  the  sun  and  the  moon  do  His  will  ; 


WEARY, — concluded. 

And  we  know  that  by  and  by,  if  to  serve  him  well  wo 

try, 
With  a  brighter  glow  our  spirits  he  will  fill.     Cho. 
4.  We  must  ever  be  watchful  ! — for  to-day 
May,  for  you,-  and  for  me,  be  the  last  ; 
So  the  work  we'll  not  delay,  but  we'll  labor,  and  we'll 
pray. 
Till  the  sunset  hour  of  life  is  safely  passed.     Cho. 
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GLORY    TO    GOD. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 


ing    bells,  Steal -ing 

a      way,  Once    the 

Jt.      -*--*-      -0- 


Mer  -  ry,     Mer  -  ry      chi-ming    bells,  Steal-ing       o'er        the      si  -  lent    dells,     Hap  -  py      news  their 
In        a      man  -  ger,    far       a      way,  Once    the        in     -    fant    Sa  -  viour  lay,       He      was  born       on 

■  jft.    .*-  jt-    4L    -f-  •  -0-    -0-     _         -0.    .*.-    .*-    -*-  •  .ft. 


»— 


-V- 


^* 


mu    -    sic 
Christ  -  mas 

-**        -P- 
«Jf — i m — 


tells, 
day, 


Glo 


ry 


f 


=t 


=£ 


the 

-Jl 


-g -t » m-  h*— 


high  -  est,        Glo 


ry 


in        the      high  -  est. 


:H>        P — : 


P- 


3.  Born  to  die  for  you  and  me, 
Born  to  set  the  captive  free  ; 
Prophets  longed  his  birth  to  see, 

Glory  in  the  highest. 
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4.  With  the  bells  that  sweetly  chime, 
Soon  shall  every  heathen  clime, 
Hail  the  happy  Christmas  time, 
Glory  in  the  highest. 


5.  Let  the  joyful  echo  fly, 
Angels  sing  and  earth  reply, 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
Glory  in  the  highest. 
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Solo. 


CALLING    US    AWAY. 


Walter  Kittridgh. 


£=f 


^^ 


^^: 


— 4-!=H- 


1  Give  me       the      wings     of      faith    to    rise,'  With-in    the  vail    and      see    The  saints  a  -  hove,  how  great  their  joys,  How 

2  Once  they     were     mourn  -  ers    here  be  -  low,  And  pour'd  out  cries  and  tears;  They  wrestled  hard,  as    we      do    now,  With 

Duet. 


bright  their  glo-ries       be.  Ma  -  ny    are    the  friends  VVho  are     waiting    to  -  day,     Hap  -  py    on    the  gol  -  den    strand  ; 

sius    and  doubts,  and    fears. 


^-Tfe 


Chorus, 


^- 


£H? — »— » — f 


Ms-^-^S_|S-J^iii= 


JLZ&l 


r=F=^^==m 


Ma-ny    are  the   voi-ces      Calling    us     a-way,     To    join  their  glorious  band; 


Call-ing    us    a  -  way 


i     i     1     T 


i 


Repeat  Chorus    pp 


3  I  ask  them  whence  their  vict'ry  came  : 

They  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb. — 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. —  Cho. 

4  They  mark'd  the  footsteps  that  He  trod, 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast  ; 
And  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. — Cho. 


A    LAND    WITHOUT    A    STORM. 


5=r 


* 


— S 9 # — d — ' 1 ^— 


£=2^= 


Qirls. 


Wji,  B.  Bradbttrt. 


P* 


1.    Traveller,  whither    art  thou    go  -  ing,    Heedless      of  the  clouds  that  form  ?  Nought  to  me  the  winds  rough 


^5=X 


--9=5=-^ 


=P 


\W=^ 


i 


-&  -  .    -    -9-  -&-       net- 
blow  -  ing,  Mine's  a      land    without    a      storm. 


£-* 


vnr 


And    I'm      go  -  ing,    yes,  I'm      go  -  ing,     To     the 


UE£ 


-t= 


^=F 


V — k- 


land    that    has  no    storm,  And    lm     go  -  ing,  yes,  I'm    go  -  ing,     To   that  land  that  has  no 
I    .  -p-  -g-   M      -Q-  m     -#- * #-    '-P-   ^-    -+-      -»-      -+-*-      m    .  "f-   -*" 


storm. 


i 


=£=^ 


f~" IHfFf 


2  Traveller,  art  thou  here  a  stranger,     3  Traveller,  now  a  moment  linger, 
Not  fo  fear  the  tempest  power  ?  Soou  the  darkness  will  be  o'er ! 

I  have  not  thought  of  danger,  No  !  I  see  a  beck'ninsr  finger, 

Tho'  the  sky  more  darkly  lower.  Oho.       Guiding  to  a  far-offshore.  Cho. 
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4  Traveller,  yonder  narrow  portal, 
Opens  to  receive  thy  form  ! 
Yes  !  but  I  shall  be  immortal, 
In  that  land  without  a  storm.  Cho. 
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HOW    CAN    I    KEEP    FROM    SINGING. 


R.    LOWRT. 


lo 


£3 


-* — m * 

1.    My    life  flows  on      in     end  •  less  song ;  A-bove  earth's  la 


\=*=& 


11111111111 


1^ 


ftdfc&Hfc^ 


*=|c 


WHbf 


men  -  ta  -  tion, 


I    catch  the  sweet,  tho' 


s— tr- 


cfe 


t=f= 
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*= 


Fpfig 


£^M1 


r* 


-p— 


fc 


far    off  hymn  That  hails  a    new      ere  -  a  - 


tion 
_G2^ 


Through    all     the    tu  -  mult  and  the  strife,  I 


plt^ilillj^ 


hear  the  mn  •  sic    ring-ing  ;  It   finds 

±3   •   .       fc^jr£ 


cho  in    my   soul — How  can  I    keep  from  sing  -  ing  ? 


2  What  tho'  my  joys  and  comfort  die  ? 

The  Lord  my  Saviour  liveth  ; 
What  tho'  the  darkness  gather  round  ? 

Songs  in  the  night  he  giveth  ; 
No  storm  can  shake  my  inmost  calm, 

While  to  that  refuge  clinging  ; 
Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing  '( 
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3  I  lift  my  eyes,  the  cloud  grows  thin  ; 

I  see  the  blue  above  it ; 
And  day  by  day  this  pathway  smooths, 

Since  first  I  learned  to  love  it ; 
The  peace  of  Christ  makes  fresh  my  heart, 

A  fountain  ever  springing  ; 
All  things  are  mine  since  I  am  His — ■ 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing  ? 
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Wm.  Bshnett 


SAFETY   NEAR    THE    CROSS. 

J ! I 1 I i 


Mrs.  C.  G.  Alles. 


frttfH* 


m=3t 


3 
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When  striving   with    the    hosts  of  sin,  We    oft-times  suf-fer 


loss, 


But     if      the 


^7 

con  -  quest 


f=|1. 


f=F 


f: 


-F*- 


pl^^=£§=S 


we  would    win,  We    must  keep  near    the 


Chorus. 


-<s>- 
cross. 


i 


K^EE 


O,  there's  safe-ty  near   the'    cross, 


Yes,  there's 


safe-ty  near  the      cross,      Mid  the  dir  -  est  con  -  flict    sin  can  wage, There  is  safety  near  the    cross. 


S=£ 


iSS 


gi 


gyf^ 


2  In  fierce  temptation's  darkest  hour, 

When  hope  seems  well  nigh  lost, 

0,  then  we'll  look  to  Christ  the  more, 

And  still  keep  near  the  cross. —  Clio. 

3  Let  worldlings  trust  their  hoarded  gold, 
We  count  it  filth  and  dross, 


E^rrrr 


i« — » — » — 


J1  fl 


<o-— 


In  Jesus  we  have  wealth  untold, 
We  daily  bear  the  cross. — Cho, 

4  Then  let  us  manfully  endure, 
Tho'  high  the  wave."  may  toss, 
In  hope  of  rest  on  Canaan's  shore, 
We  daily  bear  the  cross. — Oho. 


r 
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Fanny  Crosbt, 


PRAISE!    GIVE    PRAISE. 


Chester  G.  Allen. 


_1T «>_Z^ —   S?  — --n 0 — * — *  — § — *  — m — i — m'~- 


1.  Praise  Him, praise  Him—  Jesus,  our  blessed    Re-doeme^,  Sing,  0  earth,  His    wondcr-f'ul     love  pro-claim 


W&Wr^ 


r^  n  -,      >  -f-—  j.  j;^_|^z 


Jsffzrj: 


Hail  Him  !  Hail  Him  !  highest    arch  -  an-gels     in     plo-ry,  Strength  and  honour     give    to  His  ho  -  ly   name. 
D.s.     O    ye  saints  that  dwell  on    the    mountain    of    Zi  -  on,  Praise  Him, praise  Him  ev  -  er    in  joy -ful  song. 

-£-    -Pt-    -P~    -*-    -*-    -*--«-:-«-.      I  .       .      -  .  -#-■     -0-    m    -a-  ~  ■#-  -»^»- 
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Like  a 


Shepherd    Je-sus  will  guide  His  children,  In  His    arms  He      carries  them  all  day      long. 


2  Praise  Him,  praise  Him  — Jesus,  our  blessed  Redeemer, 
tor  our  sins  He  suffered  and  bled  and  died ; 
He.  our  rock,  our  hope  of  eternal  salvation. 
Hail  Him,  hail  Him,  Jesus,  the  Crucified. 
Loving  Saviour,  meekly  enduring  sorrow, 

Crowned  with  thorns  that  cruelly  pierced  His  brow; 
Once  for  us  rejected,  despised,  and  forsaken, 
Prince  of  Glory,  He  is  triumphant  now. 
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3  Praise  Him,  praise  Him — Jesus,  our  blessed  Redeemer, 

Heavenly  portals,  loud  with  hosannahs  ring, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  reigneth  for  ever  and  ever; 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him  -  Prophot  and  Priest  and  King. 
Death  is  vanquished  !     Tell  it  with  joy,  ye  faithful. 

Where  is  now  thy  victory,  boasting  grave? 
Jesus  lives !     No  lomrer  thy  portals  are  cheerless, 

Jesus  lives,  the  mighty  and  strong  to  save. 


*  O   Mrs.  Ltdu  Baxter. 

is 


SHALL    I    BE    THERE  P 

N     I  is 


T.  E.  Perkins, 


1.  When  saints  gather  round  tliee.  dear  Saviour,    a-bove,  And  hast -en    to  crown  thee  with  jew  -  els    of  love, 

2.  When   teachers  and  scholars  each  oth  -  er  shall  greet,  And  join    in    the  an  -  them    at      Je  -  sus  dear  feet, 


A-mid  those  bright  mansions  of    glo  -  ry,    so     fair    Ob,  toll  me,  dear   Sa-viour,  Tf 

Rich    tok-ens     of     mer-cy     for     ev  -  er     to  share,  Oh,  toll  me,  dear    Sa-viour,  If 

l>                                                                               |            .N       >                   _  |              IN 

-* — «--^ — J — j—^^S^ 


I    shall  be  there  ? 
I    shall  be  there  ? 


Oh,   tell  me,  oh,  tell    me     if 
£33 


:P=t^ 


I    shall  be  there  ?  Oh,  tell   me,  dear  Sa  -  viour,  if 
— S 0 — 0-r  0  .--»— i-g 0 — 0—r-m— 


I  shall   be  there  ? 


3    When. those  who  have  labored  and  struggled  to  save 
Their  loved  ones  from  sorrow  beyond  the  dark  grave, 
Are  bringing  the  treasures  they  gathered  with  care, 
Oh,  tell  me,  dear  Saviour,  if  I  shail  bo  there  ? 
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0  blessed  Redeemer,  thy  mercy  and  grace 
Alone  can  prepare  me  to  enter  that  place; 
When  bright  palms  of  glory  the  victors  shall  bear, 
Oh,  tell  me,  dear  Saviour,  if  I  shall  be  there  ? 
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Mm.  L.  H.  Washington. 


WORK   TO  DO  FOR  JESUS. 


Rer.  R.  Lowbt. 


i^m^^^^^^^mi^^^ 


1.  There  is   work   to  do   for       Je  -  sus,    Yes,    a     glorious    work   to     do,    For     a    har-vest  ful  -  ly    ri-peued,    Rich  aud 
-0-  --»-  -0-  -a-  -m-  -o-  -0- 


-#— *- 


^^^li^ 


2nd. 


MSI 


f  With  a  prayer  to    God,    cur     Father,    Let    us 
'      \    For  our    ns  -  en  Lord    is        eall-ing,  And  the      har-vest-ers    "[Omit  ......  ]     are      few. 


all    the  work  pur  -  sue,    \ 


naisi 


do,    There    is    work    to     do    for     Je-sus,  Aud    the    har-vest-ers  are    few,  There's  e  -  nough  work  for   all    to        do. 


cz^-0.^-0-    *-^-»—  *-■-*—  m--  m    M  7-g>-£-  -Hg— tzL_t~  f-    f-  -^e—^Zr-0—0-r—r^ 


WORK    TO    DO    FOR 

There  is  work  to  do  for  Jesus, 

And  we  hear  the  Saviour  say, 
"Why  art  standing  here  so  idle, 

At  the  noontide  on  the  way  ?" 
Even  now  I  will  accept  thee  ; 

With  the  rest,  thy  wages  pay  ; 
Go  and  labor  in  my  vineyard 

Till  the  closing  of  the  day.     Cho. 


JESUS 
3 


-Concluded. 


Yes,  there's  work  to  do  for  Jesus  ; 

Who  will  answer  to  the  call  ? 
bee  !  the  vintage  is  abundant, 

There  is  work  to  do  for  all ; 
God  commands  that  we  should  labour, 

Though  the  task  our  hearts  appall ! 
For  he  claimeth  our  life  service, 

Till  the  shades  of  death  shall  fall.     Cho. 
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Rev.  S.  Wolcott  D.D. 


JESUS    IS    ALL. 


Wm.  F.  Shkrwik. 
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1.    My    soul    to  Christ    I  bring,  And      to    His  cross     I    cling;  Je 
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guilt     con-fest,     I      come  with  con-trite  breast,  And      in      His    par  -  don    rest ;  Je  -  sua       is 
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all. 
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My  life  to  Christ  I  leave, 
And  to  His  cross  I  cleave  ; 

Jesus  is  all  ! 
ITis  grace  my  steps  shall  guide, 
Wisdom  and  strength  provide, 
And  o'er  my  days  preside  ; 

Jesus  is  all. 


My  all  to  Christ  I  give, 
By  His  dear  cross  1  live  ; 

Jesus  is  all  ! 
His  righteous  robe  I  wear, 
His  likensss  I  shall  bear, 
His  throne  of  glory  share  ; 

Jesus  is  all. 


THERE    IS    LIFE    FOR    A    LOOK. 


Rev.  E.  G.  Taylok. 
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1.  There  is    Life    for    a    Look   at    the    cru  -  ci-fied  one,  There  is  life     at  this  moment    for  thee,    Then 
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look,  sin-ner,  look  un  -  to    Him  and  be  sav'd,  Unto  Him  who  was  nailed  to  the  tree 
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Look  !  Look  !  Look  and 
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Live  !  There  is  life    for    a    look      at    the    cru  -  ci  -  fled  one,  There  is   life      at    this  mo  •  ment  for  thee. 
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—fi—p- 


2  Oh  why  was  he  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin, 

If  on  Jesus  thy  guilt  was  not  laid  ? 
0  why,  from  his  side,  flowed  the  sin-cleansing  blood, 
If  his  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  ? 
Look  !  Look  !  Look,  &c. 

3  It  is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance,  and  prayers, 

But  the"  Blood  that  atones  for  thy  soul, 
On  him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  ouce, 
Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll. 
Look  !  Look  !  Look,  &o 
88 
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4  Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  siuce  God  has  declared 

There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done  ; 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  he  appeared, 
And  completed  the  work  he  begun. 
Look  !  Look  !  Look,  &c. 

5  Then  take  with  rejoicing  from  Jesus  at  once, 

The  life  everlasting  he  gives, 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die, 
Since  Jesus  thy  righteousness  lives. 
Look  !  Look  !  Look,  &c. 


83  SOUND    THE    BATTLE    CRY! 

Vigorously,  marching  time.      ^     ^    |         ,         |         ^  Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 

1.  Sound  the     bat-tie  cry  !  See!  the   foe  is  nigh  ;  Raise  the  standard  high  For   the  Lord  ;  Gird  your  ar-mour  on 

2.  strongto  meet  the  foe,  Marching   on   we  go,  While  our  cause  we  know  Must  prevail  j  Shield  and  banner  brio-lrl 


Stand  firm     ev  -  ry  one  :     R<?st  your  cause  up  -  on    His       ho     -     ly 
Gleaming       in     tliehgbt;  Eattl-iug      for  the  right  We    ne'er      can 

-^ — e — fi — fi-  -—?t—e-^-& — f> — g  _=.  jg-_g_a_r_^_ 
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word 
fail. 


Rouse      then,      sol  -  diers ! 
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ral  -  ly  round  the  ban  -  ner  !     Rea  -  dy,    stea  -  dy,    pass    the  word    a 


:EE£ 


On  -  ward,  for  -  ward, 
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shout  aloud    Ilo-san-nah  !  Clmst  is      Captain  of    the  mighty  throng. 
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3  Oh!  thou  God  of  all, 
Hear  us  when  we  call ; 
Help  us  one  and  all 

By  thy  grace  ; 
When  the  battle's  done, 
And  the  vict'ry  won, 
May  we  wear  the  crown 
Before  thy  face.     Cho. 


83  Annie  Witthmeykr.  HAPPY,      EVER      HAPPY.  Wm.  G.  Fisher. 

1  Je  -  sus  died      up  -  on   the  tree,    That  from  sin  we    might  be  free,     And    for-e-ver      bap-py     be — 
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1  Je  -  sus  died 
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on   the  tree, 
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ree    might  be  free,     And    for-e-ver      bap-py 
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He   has  paid  the  debt  we  owe  ;    If  with  trusting  hearts  we  go, 


i — hi « — m—-\-f 


i: 


-fe 


fcf= 


:t=F 


He  will  wash  us 
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FuM  Chorus. 


Then  with  joy&  gladness  sing  ;  Happy,  e-ver    bappy  be  ;    Praises    to  our 


I*U» 


heavenly  King— Happy  in  the  Lord. 


^dtjEitc: 


^4?- 


I 


2  Lord,  we  bring  our  hearts  to  thee 
Dying  love  is  all  our  plea  ; 
Thine  for  ever  we  would  be — ■ 

Jesus,  ever  thine  ; 
Jesus  smiles  and  bids  us  come  ; 
In  his  loving  arms  there's  room, 
And  he'll  bear  us  safely  home, 
Home  above.    Cho. 


3  When  we  reach  that  shining  shore, 
All  our  suffering  will  be  o'er, 
And  we'll  sigh  and  weep  no  more, 

In  that  land  of  love  ; 
But  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
And  with  crowns  of  glory  bright, 
We  will  range  the  fields  of  light, 

Evermore.    Cho. 
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OUR    SABBATH    HOME. 


^  |  1st  time 


2nd  time.  \ 


R.  Lowbt. 
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C  Joyful  once  a-gain  we  sing,  In  our  Sabbath 
\  Praise  to  God  our  Saviour-KiDg,  In  "  our  Sabbath 
-ft— *—*—*-      *  V  .    *     >  _P» 


Home  ; 


Home.)      While  before  His  throne  we  bend, 


While    our  prayers  to      Him    as-cend,     Pleasant        is      the    time    we  spend,  In      our 


Sabbath  Home. 


Chorus. 


Sweet,  sweet  Home  !  How  we    love 
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God  will  meet  His  children  here, 

In  our  Sabbath  Home  ; 
We  may  feel  Him  very  near, 

In  our  Sabbath  Home. 
If  we  truly  seek  His  face, 
He  will  fill  this  sacred  place 
With  the  light  of  heavenly  grace, 
In  our  Sabbath  Home. 


Saviour,  speak  to  every  heart, 
In  our  Sabbath  Home  ; 

Help  us  choose  the  better  part, 
In  our  Sabbath  Home. 

Thou  didst  lead  Thy  flock  of  old  ; 

Now  Thy  youthful  flock  behold  j 

Give  us  shelter  in  Thy  fold, 
In  our  Sabbath  Home. 
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Rev.  Alfred  Tatoe 


WORK    FOR    JESUS. 


T.  E.  Pf.rkins. 
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1.    Work  for  Je-sus,  work  to-day  ;    Work  for  Je-sus,  work  and  pray  !  Jesus     will  help  thee,  Jesus    is  near, 
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Chorus. 
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Ban  -  ish    each  doubt  and      fear. 
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will    cheer  thy    faint-ing  heart.  Give  thee  strength, and 
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take    thy  part,      Casting  on    Je  -  sus       all      thy  care ;  Thy    Mas-ter   will  hear  thy 


prayer. 
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•    i  'y    y    v 

2  Work  for  Jesus  in  the  light, 

While  the  noon-day  sun  is  bright  ; 
Jesus  hath  called  thee  from  on  high, 
Jesus  13  standing  nigh.     Cho. 
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3  Work" for  Jesus  ;  soon 'tis  night, 
Soon  will  fade  the  evening  light ; 
Then,  as  sinks  the  setting  sun, 
Jesus  will  say,  "  Well  done."     Cho. 
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SING    ALWAYS. 


Wm.  F.  Sherww. 
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a    -    tor,  While  on      the   pil  -  grim 
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way; 
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Sing  when    the  birds  are    wak  •  iug, 


qa: 


Siirg  with  the  morninr 


Tf~r 


r-£fc=£ 


T: 


light, 


Sing 
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the  noon  -  tide's 
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gold  -  en    beam,    Sinj; 
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the    hush 
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night. 
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Sing  when  the  heart  is  troubled, 

Sing  when  the  hours  are  long, 
Sing  when  the  storm-cloud  gathers  ; 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  song. 
Sing  when  the  sky  is  darkest, 

Sing  when  the  thunders  roll ; 
Sing  of  a  land  where  rest  remains, 

Best  for  the  weary  soul. 


i  V  &       '  I 

Sing  in  the  vale  of  shadoivs, 

Sing  in  the  hour  of  death, 
And  when  the  eyes  are  closing, 

Sing  with  the  latest  breath. 
Sing  till  the  heart's  deep  longings 

Cease  on  the  other  shore  ; 
Then  with  the  countless  numbers  there, 

Sing  on,  for  ever  more  \ 
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Fannt  Crosbt. 


CAROL,  SWEETLY  CAROL. 


p.  v. 
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d  — 0-m— !->- 


S 


1.  Car  -  ol,  sweetly      car  -  ol,    A    Sa-viour  born  to  -  d  ty  : 

2.  Car  -  ol,  sweetly      car  -  ol,     As  when  the  an  -  gel    throng 


Bear  the  joy-ful     tid  -  ings,  Oh,  hear  them 
O'er  the  vale3  of    Ju  -  dah,  A  -  woke  the 
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far    a  -  way  ; 

heavenly  song 


Car  -  ol,    sweet-ly    car  -  ol,  Till  earth's  re-mot  -  est  bound,  Shall  hear  the  migh  -  ty 
Car  -  ol,    sweet-ly    car  -  ol,  Good  will,  and  poace,  and  love,  Glo  -  ry     in     the 
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cho  -  rus,  And  ech-o  back  the    sound 
high  -  est  To  God  who  reigns  a-bove. 


Car-ol,   sweet-ly    car 


Car  -  ol  sweetly    to  -  day  ; 
Car    -    ol,  car-ol, 


car-ol,  car-ol,  Car-ol  sweetly  to  -   day; 


CAROL,    SWEETLY    CAROL  .-Concluded. 
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Bear    the  joy  -  ful    tid  -  ings,    Oh,  bear  them  far 
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Carol,  sweetly  carol, 

The  happy  Christmas  times  ; 
Hark!  the  bells  are  pealing 

Their  merry,  merry  chime  ; 
Carol,  sweetly  carol, 

Ye  shining  ones  above, 
ing  in  loudest  numbers, 

Oh,  sing  redeeming  love. 


88       Mrs.  E .  Prentiss. 
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MORE    LOVE    TO    THEE,    O    CHRIST 


W.  H.  D0iNK. 
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1    More  love  to  Thee,     O  Christ,  More  love  to  Thee  ;  Hear  Thou  the  prayer  I  make,  On      bend-ed  knee  ; 
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This      is    my    earnest    plea,  More  love,  0  Christ,  to  Thee,  More    love  to  Thee!  More    love  to  Thee! 


Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 
Sought  peace  and  rest ; 

Now  Thee  alone  I  seek, 
Give  \vhat  is  best  : 

This  all  my  prayer  shall  be, 

More  love,  0  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Tbee  I 
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Let  sorrow  do  its  work. 

Send  grief  and  pain; 
Sweet  are  Thy  messengers, 

Sweet  their  refrain, 
When  they  can  sing  with  me, 
More  love,  0  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee ! 


Then  shall  my  latest  braath, 
Whisper  Thy  praise  ; 

This  be  the  parting  cry, 
My  heart  shall  raise  ; 

This  still  its  prayer  shall  be: 

More  love,  0  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Tbee  ! 
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NEAR    THE    CROSS. 


W.  H.  Doanb. 
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1    Je  -  sgs,  keep  me  near    the  cross,     In 
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!    Near  the  cross,  a  trembling  soul,  3    Near  the  cross,  0  Lamb  of  God, 
Love  and  mercy  found  me  ;  Bring  its  scenes  before  me  ; 

There  the  bright  and  morning  star  Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day, 

Sheds  its  beams  around  me.  With  its  shadow  o'er  me. 
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4    Near  the  cross  I'll  watch  and  wait, 
HopiDg,  trusting  ever, 
Till  1  gain  my  golden  crown, 
Praise  the  glorious  giver. 
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BALMY    DEW. 


Ait.  by  Rev.  C.  Bekcher. 


91       Vimrr  Crosbt. 
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HE  SHALL  REIGN  FOR  EVER. 


Chester  G.  Aiass. 


— * —  *— F 


1  Come    and   join     the     glorious 
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God     be  -  low, 
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Sing  -  ing      still    the    sontrs    of 
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triumphed      o'er     the    grave,    Our 


trust   is      in     His    mighty   arm,  the    Strong     to 
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He     shall  reign      for  -  e  -  ver       glo  -  ry      to     His  name, 
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> Shout  a  •  loud,  ye     nations    all!    wondrous    love  proclaim  : 
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He    has  died    to    save   us,      died   to    make  us     free, 
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HE    SHALL    REIGN    FOR    EVER— Concluded. 


^^*^= 


Blessed  Saviour,  King  of   glory,  praise  to  Thee. 


We  will  bear  His  glorious  banner  nobly  tfll  we  die. 
We  are  pressing  boldly  onward  where  our  treasures  lie, 
He  lias  promised  His  protection  and  His  promise  cannot  fail, 
Our  hope  is  iu  His  mercy,  and  we  must  prevail.     Cho. 

Walking  still  beneath  the  shadow  of  His  mighty  wings, 
We  shall  reach  the  goldeu  city  of  the  King  of  Kings; 
Oh  !  the  pleasures  that  await  us  on  that  bright  celestial  shore. 
We'll  join  the  noble  army  who  have  gone  before.    Cho. 


CHRIST 


I    OWE. 


Asa  Hutu. 


1.  I    hear  the  Saviour  say.Thy  strength  indeed  is  small ;  0  child  of  weakness,  pray,  I  am  thine  AUin    All. 

2.  Lord,  now  indeed  I     find  Thy  faith, and  thinea-lone,  Can  change  theleper'sspots,Andmelttheheartof  stone. 
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Je  -  sus  paid  it      all;     All    to  Him   I    owe!      Sin  had  left  a    crimson  stain;  He  wash'd  it  white  as  snow. 
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3  For  nothing  good  have  I, 

Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim — 
I'll  wash  mo  in  the  blood, 

The  blood  of  Calvary's  Lamb.  Cho. 
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4  When  from  my  dying  bed, 

My  ransom'd  soul  shall  rise, 
Then  "  Jesus  paid  it  all," 
Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies.  Cho. 


5  And  when  before  the  throne, 
I  stand  in  Him  complete, 
I'll  lay  my  trophies  down, 
Ail  down,  at  Jesus'  feet.    Cho, 
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JtrLiA  A.  Mathews. 
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PEACE    ON    EARTH. 


Rev    It   Lowry. 
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1.  "Peace  upon  earth  '"  the   an  -  gels  sang, "Good  will  unto  men  !"  the   cho  -  rus  rang,    "Glo-ry    to  God!"  the 

2.  "Peace  upon  earth  !"  'tis  sounding  still,"Glo-ry    un  -  to  God,     to      men  goodwill !"  Bethlehem's  song,  'tis 

-0       -0-  m '»- -*-* -p"    -^-    -*-    -*-       -0- 


XI 1 1 1 . — 


zeziza: 


f3±-L  -U  -X=X 


:^-: 


i/     X     1/ 


Chorus. 


-fc-*- 


^^^^Si 


Christ  has  come,  His  bright  star  shines  in  the  clear  blue  dome 
caught  from  far,    And  lift  -  ed    up    to    that  glow  -  ing  star. 

-#-        -A9-    -*■-  a        -»-        -*-    -*-    rg-    -0-         J""*"' 


:*-*: 


Joy-ous-ly  sing, 


Joy-ous  -  ly    sing, 


£=^ 


Jbyous-ly, 


Joyously, 


* 


3nrv 
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Joy-ous -ly    sing, 


ous-ly   sin 


g!     Shout   hal  -  le    -    lu  -    jah      to    Christ,  our  Kinir ! 


M^~  g-l=g-~^=>— V-T*e£l 
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Joy-ous  -  ly,  ' 

3  Jesus  has  come  !  it  echoes  wide, 

Thro'  valley  and  plain,  on  mountain  side  ; 
But  not  alone  the  angels  sing, 
For  even  children  the  anthem  ring. — Cho. 


-r~  -1 

4  Yes  !  let  them  sing,  for  Christ  has  laid, 
His  hand  with  a  blessing  on  their  head  ; 
Sweeter  to  Ilim  than  angels'  tones 
Are  songs  that  coruo  from  His  little  ones. — Cho. 


MARCHING    HOME. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


fc=]VzSr 


\±i^&^l^7=Mi3±a=m^.zHL-''  -  Brad 


1.  Wo  are  marching  homeward  to  that    land; 
■  ft- -PL   -£2- 


To  the    regions    of   the  blest ;  We  shall  soon  be  with  the  an?el 


13 

band, 


— »— *--a— i — 


^-?  -^-? 


Chorus. 


Where  our    weary  feet  may  rest. 


marching  home,  We  are    marching  to  that  happy,  hap  -  py 

Marching  home,  marching  home,. 


Je?_*j-  _*-«i__«i_- _«_*_•  ^b_ 


»—«  —  «-!"» -r  . K — | •„* — »--*—  F-  "F 
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land,  Marching  home.  marching  home,  We  am    marching    to    that    hap-py    land    on      high, 

hap-pv  land,  Marching  home,  marching  home, 

&    I  >      Ss    I  -^--Jft.     jf^-JL.  _*_•_«-   Jk--M- 
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2  In  that  blessed  land  we're  neating  now. 
We  shall  see  our  Saviour's  face  ; 
He  will  place  a  crown  on  every  brow, 
jfl.      Saved  by  His  redeeming  grace.    Cho. 


3  Brothers,  will  you  join  our  happy  band, 
Travelling  up  the  shining'  ivay  ? 
Jesus  is  the  Captain  in  command  : 
Will  you  now  His  call  obey  ?    Cho. 
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THE    PRODIGAL'S    RETURN: 


WU.  B.  BlUDBCTlT. 

Fine. 


fmu^Ui^M^^f^^^^^^^m 


1.  Joy  !  joy  !  joy  !  there  is  joy  in  heav'n  with  the  angels  j  Joy !  joy  !  joy  !  for  the  pro-di-gal's  re  -  turn, 
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W  T 
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5SSSi=e 
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He   has    come,    he    has    come,      to    his    Fa  -  ther's    house     at      last  ;      He  was     lost,      he    is 

J--X, 


— if 


A^=tffi=3= 


£=^ 


W  |     o'   ' a>— *   i   f    * * _-r_pt_.r._«_*_r-.p_s.._#l__-i_ 


wip  .4  ZiWZe  slower. 


found,     and  the  night  of    gloom    is    past.  Bless  -  ed  hour      of     joy.  and  communion  sweet, For  his 
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THE    PRODIGAL'S    RETURN.-Concluded. 
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_fe_ 
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lieart  is    full  and  His  love  complete,  His  Father  sees  him  and  hastes  to  meet,Andbidhim  welcome  home. 


S^I 


D..C.  f 


Joy  !  joy !  joy !  in  the  courts  of  heaven  resounding, 

Joy  !  joy  !  joy  !  o'er  the  prodigal's  return; 
Hark  !  the  song,  hark'  the  song, 

'lis  a  joyful,  joyful  strain, 
Welcome  home,  welcome  home, 

To  thy  Father's  house  again. 
While  his  eye  is  dim.  with  the  falling  tear* 

Of  repentant  grief,  oyer  wasted  years, 
The  pardoning  voice  of  his  Father  cheers, 

And  bids  him  welcome  home, — Clio. 


Joy !  joy !  joy !  in  the  radiant  fields  of  glory, 

Joy !  joy, !  joy !  whaii  a  wandering  soul  recurns ; 
Let  us  haste,  let  us  haste, 

While  the  morning  sun  is  bright, 
Jesus  calls,  Jesus  calls, 

To  a  land  of  love  and  light, 
We  will  journey  on  till  our  pilgrim  feet 

Shall  be  found  at  last  iu  the  golden  street, 
Our  glorious  Saviour  will  smile  to  greet, 

Aud  bid  us  welcome  home. — Cho. 


DC./ 


TRUST 


IN    GOD. 

Fine. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


,                                     Fine.                   ,                                                     .         ,0.0. 
-<*-Ls)— -gr- *— 9-lO^ -^-tf-1-* '- *    *'  l » J^  -" 


,  J   The  Lord,  our  God 
1   I     ' 
D.  c.  Aud,  lite 


faithful,     His  ways  are  just  and  tru 


Mfpfe 
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geti-tle  shepherd,   His  rlock  lie    kindly  feeds. 
I 

:crfffe=E-E±g 
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By  cool,  re-fresh,  ing   wa  -  ters,  Thy    wea-ry  soul  he   leads; 


Fine 
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We'll  praise  Him  for  his  goodness, 

And  trust  Him  for  his  grace; 
He  will  not  always  chide  us, 

Nor  hide  his  smiling  face; 
For  while  in  deep  contrition 

Our  hearts  to  Hiin  return, 
He  gives  the  cheerful  promise, 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn. 


'^=\= 
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We'll  trust  for  every  blessing 

Ouv  Father,  and  our  Guide; 
We'll  trust  Him  in  our  weakness, 

Still  walking  by  His  side; 
We'll  trust  Him  on  the  biilow; 

We'll  trust  Him  on  the  shore; 
And,  through  eternal  ages, 

We'll  trust  Him  ever'-  rr*, 
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ANGEL    VOICES. 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS' 
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Hark !  bark  !  my  soul,    an  -  gel-ic  sonjrs  are  swelling,     O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore ; 


>.   " 


ft ca £* — r_ _. 
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Of  that  new  life,     where  sin  shall  be  no      more  ! 


-^ 


IIow  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling, 


^ 


'  /•  .Chorus.   AVeqrctto  , 


gels      of 


4dEE±£R=faz&= 


1 j — a g—  <o — ; 1— 


Je     -    -    sus ! 
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Sing    -    ing    to      welcome 
JL  •       p-        „         *- 


pii-grims    of      the       night, 

,  V-&-- ^ — -P— J-J r-»^ 

4^_« — » — m—  » — »-H 
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the      pilgrims    of     the      night. 
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ANGEL    VOICES-CoDduded. 

2  Darter  thin  night,  life's  shadows  close  around  us,  4  Cheer  up  my  soul!  Faith's  moonbeams  softly  glisten 

Ail'1  lik'e  benighted  men  «t  miss  our  nnre  ;  Upon  the  breast  of  life's  must  rractlbled  sea ; 

God  liides  himself,  aud  grace  lias  scarcely  found  us,  And  it  will  cheer  thy  druophig  bean  to  listen 

Ere  ueath  tluds  out  Ins  victims  III  the  dark.  To  those  brave  songs  winch  angels  mean  for  thee. 

Angels  of  Jesus.  &c  Angels  of  Jesus.  &c. 

3  Onward  we  go.  for  still  we  hear  them  singing —  5  Angels,  sing  on.  your  farhful  watches  keeping, 

"  Come,  Weary  souls,  fur  Jesus  bids  yuu  come  "  Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  ihe  songs  above  : 

And  through  the  dark,  it.-,  echoes  gently  ringing,  While  we  toil  on.  and  so..' be  ourselves  «itb  weeping, 

I  he  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home.  Till  life's  long  night  shall  break  in  endless  love. 

Angils  of  Jesus,  >V:c.         •  Angels  of  Jesus,  &c. 

98       Miss  m.j.  mason.           SAVIOUR  WHO  DIED  FOR   ME.  w><  f.  sh*h™. 

Lovinyly. 


lj,y ^-<s»— ^  —g} -m  .  9—  ^-gr*  *— *    »  •  -0—  d-1-*^-*— e  >-* 

J  1.  Saviour,  whoditdfor  rae,      I     give    my-se!f   to  thee  ;  Thy  love,  so 


full-  so  free, Claims  all  my  powers. 
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i                         r  i           i         i                 *  i                                                                       I 
Ba     tliis  my  purpose  high,  To     serve  tbee  till    I     die,  Whether  my  path  shall  lie 'Mid  thorns  or  flowers. 

—  —  p_j hs-.- * -M 9  — ?2    .d 0 —       * _-_ — ^  — ji.__ ^j, ,"g  ^.aT- -^  :|zr .:*Lh — . :£r ?_ — t 
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3  But.  Lord,  the  flesh  is  weak;  3  May  it  be  joy  to  me  4  Saviour,  with  me  abide; 

Thy  graciofts  aid  I  seek.  To  follow  only  thee; —  l*e  ever  near  my  side, 

Fur  thou  the  word  must  speak,  Thy  faithful  servant  be.  Support,  defend  and  guide. 

That  makes  me  strong.  Thin    '.o  the  cud  1  look  to  thee. 

Then  let  me  hear  thy  voice,  For  tb  e,  I'd  do  an  1  dire,  I  lay  my  baud  in  thine. 

Thou  ait  my  only  choice;  For  thee  tie  cross  I'll  bear,  And  fleeting  joys  resign, 

U.  bid  my  heart  rejoice,  To  thee  direct  my  prayer  If  1  may  call  thee  liima 

lie  thou  uiy  suug.  (Ju  thee  depend.  Eternally. 
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OUR    FIELD    IS    THE    WORLD. 

ciC 2: i-i us a.._«.i_a st SLt a — e_cs — s^ 


rsnxips  and  O'Kakb 
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1  Dis    -    ci-plesof    Je  -  sus  why  stand  ye  here    i  -  die  ?  Go  work    in     His  vine-yard,      He    call  us  to  -  day  ; 

2  Our    field  is  the  world, and  our  work  is    be -fore   us,    To  each    is    ap  -  pointed    a      message    to       bear; 
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The    night   is    approaching  when  no  man  can  la  -  bor,  Our  Mas-ter  commands  us,  and  shall    we    de  -lay? 
At    home    or    abroad,    in    the  cottage      or    palace,     Wher-e-ver    di-rect-ed  our    mis  -  sion    is  there. 
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Chorus. 
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Our    field    is    the  world 
I 
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Our      field    is    the    world  !        Look     up    for    the      bar- vest     is     near; 
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OUR    FIELD    IS    THE    WORLD. -Concluded. 


M^MMk^m^mm^^^mm 


When  the  reap-ers   from 


as  they  come,     And    the  Lord    of   the    vineyard  ap-pear. 


3  Perhaps  we  are  called  from  the  highways  and  hedges, 
To  gather  the  lowly,  despised,  and  oppressed; 
If  this  be  our  duty,  then  why  should  we  f.ilter? 
We'll  do  it,  aud  trust  to  our  Saviour  the  rest.— Cho 


4  Instead  of  the  thorn  shall  the  myrtle  be  planted; 
The  desert  shall  blossom  and  bloom  as  the  rose; 
The  palm  tree  rejoicing  shall  spread  forth  her  branches; 
The  lamb  and  the  lion  together  repose. — Cho. 


10  o 


WE'LL   WAIT   TILL    JESUS   COMES. 


Dr.  Wm.  Miller. 


s^Sg^^^K^^&ifc^s^S 


0     land  of  rest,  for  Ihee  I  sigh.  When  will  the  moment  come,      When   I  shall  lay  my  armour  by.  And  dwell  in  peace  at    home? 

_r*      _. Ki      r" 1*1 
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^^E^l'^^ZpE^V^^^— 


107 


We'll  wait  till  Je  -  sus  comes,        We'll  wait  till  Je-sus  comes, 

2  To  Jesus  Christ  I'll  flee  for  rest ; 
He  bids  me  cease  to  roam, 
And  lean  for  succour  on  his  breast, 
Till  be  conducts  me  boms. 


3  I'll  seek  at  once  my  Saviour's  side, 
No  more  my  steps  shall  roam  ; 
With  him  I'll  brave  life's  stormy  tida 
And  rcacb  my  heavenly  bom*. 


A    THOUSAND    YEARS. 

Hewrt  C.  'Work. 
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1.  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  friends  of  Je-sns,  Fling  to  the  winds  your  needless  fe:irs,  Tie  who  nnfnrl'd  bis  blood  stained 

2.  Whit  if  the  clouds  one  lit    tic  moment,  Wide  the  glad  sight  when  morn  appears,  Christ  has  declared  with  him  in 

r»    •*    !  ..-_  _-_  ...._  _-.  _-_   -_  •  _^_  j^^-^  - 


1  an  -  ner   Says  it  shall  wave  a    thousand  years.  7  A  thousand  years,  my  own  lov 

glo  -  ry,      We  shall  all  reign  a    thousand  years.  ) 
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day    so   long  fore  -  told.    'Tis  the  glad  morn  whose  radiant  glo  -  ry    Propluts  fore-saw     in  days    of     old. 

I  > 


v    s    v 

3  Foes  all  around  the  wide  world  over, 

Little  may  heed  our  prayers  and  tears, 
But  the  great  king  our  blessed  Saviour 
Says  we  shall  leigu  a  thousand  years. 
Iflft 
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4  A  thousand  yrars,  bright  reign  of  glory, 

Only  the  dawn  when  day  appears, 

Only  the  dawn  of  the  reign  unending, 

Each  of  its  days  a  thousand  yeais. 


} 


102       W.  Bknsett. 


O    COME    TO    THE    FOUNTAIN. 


mer    cy    and  love.  Wbose  pure    heal  -  ing    «a  -  ter      so      gent  •  ly      duHi  move; 
sor  -  row    op-prest,     Draw    nigh      to     this     fuun-tam,  and     jou    shall  find    rest; 

c fit . _^_r?*~ & - 
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1.  O    come      to     the 

2.  Come  hi  -  ther,    sad     mourner, 


Saviour's    side    plenteous    and    free,       0    come,    guilty 
Saviour,    whose  love  flows    so      free,     Come  hi      ther,    sad 


v  p—r 


sin  -  ner.) 

mourner./ 


—0       l-<3 

"lis    flow  iug 


thee. 
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Flow  -  ing    for    thee ;             u     come,    guilty 
thee,  How  -  ing    for      thee 


sinner,     tis 


flow    inir    for    thee, 
flow  -  ing    for    thee. 


-^? •---•-  -m- 
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3  Come,  weary  and  laden  with  trouble  of  heart, 
()  come  to  Ihe  fountain,  come  just  as  thou  art; 
Brink  deep  of  its  waters,  refreshings  and  free, 
Partake  of  its  fullness,  'tis  flowing  for  thee. 

Plowing  for  thee, 
Partake  of  its  fullness,  'tis  flowingf  or  thee. 
109 


4  Whoever  shall  hearken  and  turn  to  the  Lord, 

Shall  find  full  redemption  and  peace  thro'  His  blood 
Then  hear,  all  ye  nations,  and  come  ut  His  call, 
This  soul-cleansing  fountain  is  flowing  for  all. 

Flowing  for  all, 
This  soul-cleansing  fountain  is  flowing  for  all. 


103 


|VT3---^-r-=|z^f:^H:|:=)^:{^7ri-^-ri^^— r: 


1     Ulion    I 

-0 — ,0  *.r** 


CLINGING    TO    THE    CROSS.    L.M. 

!! 


Kev.  G.  C.  Weils. 


3i»i~EMM 


sur .  vey    the  wondrous  cross 
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On     which  the  Prince  of  Glo  -  ry    died, 
jp>.  _   Jpt 
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My    richest  gain   I    count  but  loss, 
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^  CAorKS.  |     I     in  I  J     I       2        I 

And  pour    contempt  on    all  my  pride.    (The cross. the  cross.the  precious cross.The  wondrous  cross    of      Je    -  sus; 

(From all  our  sin,  its  guilt  and  po\v'r,And  ev'  -  ry    stain     it    frees 
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Then  I'm  clinging,clinging,clinging,  0,    I'm  clinging  to    the  cross,      Yes,  I'm  clinging,clinging  clinging,clinging    to      the  cross. 

/7N     I  I  I         • 
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no 


2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  ray  (Jod; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 


3  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  lift,  my  all. 


104 


SEEK    THE    SAVIOUR. 


HI 


Seek  the  Saviour  !  though  life's  tempest 

May  unfurl  life's  chilling  blast  ; 
There  is  hope  for  thee,  my  brother, 

Storms  will  not  for  ever  last", 
Do  not  deem  thyself  forsaken  ! 

Never  think  that  thou  art  lost  : 
Look  !  there  comes  a  gleam  of  sunshine  ; 

See  what  thy  redemption  cost. 


Seek  the  Saviour  !  Stand  not  grieving 

O'er  that  darksome  billow  there  ; 
Life's  a  sea  of  stormy  billows, 

We  must  meet  them  everywhere  ; 
Puss  right  through  them,  do  not  tarry, 

Overcome  the  heaving  tide, 
There's  a  sparkling  gleam  of  sunshine 

Waiting  on  the  other  side. 


103 


Andante. 


THE    SHEPHERDS    OP    BETHLEHEM. 
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They    were    watching 
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the    hill  -  sides,     for      the    com  -  ing    day,     With    the    star  -  ry     folds    of    night 
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Love  tliern   spread:     When    a    glo  -    ry    flashed    a  -  round     them,    like      a    ray,    Thro'    the  pear  -  ly  portals     on    them 
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•ry      where  ;     »'  Glo  -  ry,    Glo  -  ry.   Oh,    chil  -  dren,    Come    sing   tliat    son?        a  - 
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THE    SHEPHERDS    OP    BETHLEHEM.— Concluded. 
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Louder  swell  the  joyful  anthems  from  the  angel  throng  ; 

Over  hill  and  vale  the  strains  enchanted  float  ; 
See  the  wond'ring  shepherds  list'ning  to  the  song, 

Trembling  yet  rejoicing  at  the  sight ! 
Glory  to  God,  &c. 


Oh,  the  joyful,  joyful  tidings  !  for  to  you  is  oorn, 
Christ  the  wondrous  Saviour  and  the  mighty  King 

Hail,  ye  waiting  nations,  hail  this  joyous  morn  ! 
Happy  tidings  now  to  earth  we  bring. 
Glory  to  God,  &0. 
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COME,    COME    TO    JESUS! 


Hubert  P.  Main. 
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1.  Come,  come  to     Je  -  sus  !    He    waits  to  welcome  thee,     0  wand'rer,  ea  -  ger-ly  ;  Come, come  to  Je-sus  ! 

2.  Come,  come  to     Je  -  sus  !    He    waits  to  ransom  thee,      0  slave  !  e  -  ter-nal-ly ;  Come, come  to  Je-sus  ! 
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3  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

He  waits  to  give  to  thee, 
0  blind  !  a  vision  free  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
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4  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
0  weary  !  blessedly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


5  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  carry  thee, 
0  lamb  !  so  lovingly , 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
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THE    MASTER    IS    WAITING. 


2.  He  waits  where  His  children  are  crying  for  bread, 

Where  the  tempted  are  ready  to  fall : 
"  I  would  not  that  any  should  perish,"  He  said, 
"  I  come  with  salvation  to  all." 

3.  He  waits  in  the  homes  of  the  poor  and  oppressed, 

To  lighten  the  burdens  they  bear, 
114 


And  bring  to  the  weary  and  fainting  ones  rest- 
Go  quickly,  and  meet  with  Him  there. 

4  My  sister,  the  Master  is  waiting  for  yon, 
He  calls  for  the  reapers  to-day  ; 
There's  work  for  each  one  of  his  children  to  do, 
Oh  !  haste  thee,  no  longer  delay. 
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HARK    THE    HERALD    ANGELS. 


§ 


-r- >"*  — 


1.  Hark  !  the     her-ald      an  -  gels    say,"  Christ  the  Lord    is    born    to    -    day!"    Let    tho  wond'ring  earth  re  -  ply,    "  Glo-ry 

2.  Lo!  He  coraos !  the  Prince  of    Peace  Comes  the   prisoner     to       re    -   lease;     O'er   the    regions  veiled  in    night    He  will 
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high!"  Oh,        be       joy  -  ful,     all      ye 
light.  Praise   the    Lord,     ye    isles       a 


lands!    Let      the      mountains    clap    their  hauds* 

far!      See      the    bright     and    mor-ning  star ! ' 


SfeS 


Up 


*2= 


.  , ,  ,.      ,   ,  .  .y   * .  v  r  * .    • 


be     joyful  all  ye    lands ! 
the  Lord,  ye  isles  a    -    far  I 


the  mountains  clap  their  hands ; 
the  bright  and  morniDg    star  I 


Let    the    hills    to  -  ge  -  ther    sing        Glo-ry, 
Hail  its      lus-tre,    while    ye    sing        Glo-ry, 


glo-ry,       glo  -  ry      to    our  King,      Glo-iy      to    our    Say-iour       King, 
glo-ry,  &c. 
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GREETING    SONG. 
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Dear      Sa  -  viour  we  gath  -  er,  our       tri  -  bute  to  bring,    The  breathings    of    love,    like  the     bios  soms   of    spring ; 

When  stoop-ing    to  earth  from  the     brightness  of  heaven,  Thy  blood  for    our    ran  -  som    so      free  -  ly    was  giv'n, 

3.  Those  arms  which  embraced  lit  -  tie      chil-dren     of     old,     Still  love    to      eu  -  cir    -    cle  the    lambs    of    the     fold ; 

4.  Ho  -  san  -  na!  ho-san-na!  Great  Teacher,    we  raise      Our  hearts  and  our    voi  -  ces    in     hym-niug  thy  praise, 
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Our     gra-  cious  Re  -deem-er!    we    grate  -  ful  -  ly     raise     Our     hearts  and  our    voi  -  ces    in  hymn  -  ing  thy  praise. 

Thou  deignedst    to     lis  -  ten  while  chil-dren      a  -  dored,  With     joy-  fal    ho  -  san  -  nas  the  blest     of  the  Lord. 

That  grace  which  in  -  vit  -  eth    the    wan-der-ing    home,    Hath    nev  -  er    for  -  bid  -  den  the  youngest  to     come. 

For     pro  -  cept   and  prom-ise    so      gra- cious -ly    given,     For      bless-ings    of  earth  and  the  glo   -   ries  of    heaven. 
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Chorus. 
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Hal  -  le  -  la  -  jab ! 


Hal  -  la  -  lu  r  Jab. ! 


Hal  -  le  .  lu  -  jah  1 


Hal-le  -  lu  -jah! 


THRICE    WELCOME    JESUS. 
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1.    Blessed,  bright,  and  guiding  star,  Guiding  wise  men  from  a  -  far  ; 
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Bringing  joy-ful  news  to  earth,  Tidings  of    a    Saviour's  birth. 


Chorus. 
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Thrice    wel  -  come  Je  -  sus! 
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Bless-ed,    bless-ed    Je  -  sus  ! 

■ft.    .*>-   -ft- 


£=£: 


Thrice  wel  -  come  Je  ■ 
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sus  !  The  new-born  Saviour  King ! 
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Jesus,  may  we  come  to  thee, 
Lowly  bending  on  the  knee  ; 

Costly  gifts  we  cannot  bring, 
But  we  hail  thee,  Saviour  King  ! 
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Sing  ye  angel  choirs  above, 
Sing  the  wonders  of  his  love; 

He  who  left  His  throne  on  high, 
For  a  sinful  world  to  die. 


Jesus,  Saviour,  Lord  of  all, 
Joyful  at  thy  feet  we  fall  ; 

Hear,  oh  hear  us,  while  we  sing 
Glory  to  our  Saviour  King! 
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I    SHALL    BE    THERE. 


1.  There  is        a    land,    a    beauteous  land,  Where  ransomed  saints  in      glo-  ry  stand  ;  and  songs  of  rapture 


in   those  songs  of    rapture  share  ?  Shall  I     be  there,  shall  I 

■#■♦■•  is  I 
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be  there, Oh!  tell  me,  Lord,  shall  I 
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be  there  ? 
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2.  Shall  I  those  glories  e'er  behold, 
Those  pearly  gates  and  streets  of  gold 
A  crown  of  glory  shall  I  wear? 

Oh  !  tell  me,  Lord,  shall  I  be  there? 

3.  That  glorious  land  when  shall  I  see? 
Oh  !  is  that  blessed  place  for  me  ? 

Is  there  a  crown  for  me  to  wear? 
Shall  I  indeed,  0  Lord,  be  there? 


v    •      y 

i.  Whene'er  my  wand'rlngs  here  shall  cease, 
Receive  me  into  perfect  peace, 
And  may  thy  voice  to  me  declare, 
Oh !  yes,  my  child,  thou  shalt  be  there ! 

Refjuih.  I  Shall  bo  there,  I  shall  be  there, 

Aud  in  those  sougs  of  rapture  share; 
I  aball  be  there,  I  shall  be  there, 
Through  faith  in  God,  I  shall  be  there. 
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Prelude  and  Chorus. 


SALEM'S    MIGHTY    KINO. 


Strew  the  way  with  palm  trees,    To    the    ho  -  ly       ci-ty;      Children    in     the    tern  pie,    make  the  arch-es       ring- 
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Fine. 
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Strew  the  way  with  palm    trees,  Shout  aloud      ho  -  san  -  ua,     Bow  the  knee  be  -  fore  Him,     Salem's   mighty     King. 
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fHe  whose  smile  reflecting  light.Turued  to  wine  the  water  bright ; 

\  He  who    on    the  stormy  deep  hush 'd  the  rolling     [Omit ]  waves  to  sleep  ;Cleansed  the  leper  by  a  word, Healed  the  sick,the  deaf  re- 

r.s  He  who  bless'd  the  loaves,  and  fed  Hungry  souls  with  [Omit Jliving  bread.     {Repeat  Chorus  [stored; 

j  He  who  touched  the  sable  bier,  Dried  the  childless  widow's  tear ; 

'  \H6  who    then  but  gently  spoke,  And  her  son  to  [Omit ]lifeawoke;  Why  rebuke  the  joyous  song,Bursting  from  a  grateful  throng? 

d.s  Cease  to  chide  the  gathering  crowd, Or  the  stones  will  [Omit ]  cry  a  loud.  (Repeat  Chorus.) 
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CHILDHOOD    OP    JESUS. 
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1.  Long  since  there  walked  with  little    feet,  Thatma-nya  time  grew  wea-ry, 


A  child  j  with  brow  so 
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Chorus. 
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Then  lift  the  songs  !for  praise  belongsTo  Him  from  death  who 
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frees      us,  To    Him    who    stands     at  God's  right    hand,    Our  bles  -  sed,      bles-sed      Je  -  sus  ! 
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5  He  knows  how  children';!  hearts  can  feel, 
For  He,  our  elder  Brother, 
A  little  child,  was  wont  to  kneel 
Beside  a  loving  mother. 
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3  Oh !  sweet  and  strange  His  human  life, 
So  full  of  thoughtful  kinduess, 
So  gentle  'mid  the  scenes  of  strife, 
So  patient  with  men's  blindness. 


i  Dear  Jesus,  as  the  children  sing, 
From  spirits  that  adore  Thee, 
Be  Thou  their  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
And  make  them  heirs  of  glory. 
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THE    JUDGE    IS    AT    THE    GATE. 
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The  Judge    who    comes    in 
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Judge     who  comes  with  might, 
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vil,    Who  comes  to    crown  the  right. 
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2  Arise,  Arise,  good  Christian, 

Let  right  to  wrong  succeed; 
Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead, 
To  light  that  has  no  evening, 

That  knows  no  moon  nor  sun, 
The  1  ight  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one  , 
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3  0  happy,  holy  portion, 

Refection  for  the  blest, 
True  vision  of  true  beauty, 

True  cure  of  the  distrest : 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 


i  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country 

That  eager  hearts  expect  ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 


103*  Cambridge.     S.  M. 

1  "DEHOLD  the  morning  sun 
-E)     Begins  his  glorious  way: 

His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  Gospel  comes, 

It  spreads  diviner  light; 
It  calls  dead  sinners  from  their  tombs, 
And  gives  the  blind  their  sight. 

3  How  perfect  is  Thy  Word  ! 

And  all  Thy  judgments  just ; 
For  ever  sure  Thy  promise,  Lord, 
And  men  securely  trust. 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 

Are  Thy  directions  given  ! 
O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  path  to  heaven. 

6  I  hear  Thy  Word  with  love, 
And  I  would  fain  obey: 
Send  Thy  good  Spirit  from  above, 
To-guide  me  lest  I  stray. 

108*  St.  Ann's.     C.  M. 

1  ADR  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
v/  Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 

And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure: 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

5  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

122 


4  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 
Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

6  The  busy  tribes  of  flesh  and  blood, 
With  all  their  cares  and  fears, 
Are  carried  downwards  by  the  flood, 
And  loit  in  following  years. 

6  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away  ; 
They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

7  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 
Be  Thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

HO*  OldlOOth.    L.  M. 

3     A  LL  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell, 
■£*.  Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice; 
Him  serve  with  mirth,  His  praise  forth 
Come  ye  before  Ilim  and  rejoice,  [tell; 

2  Know  ye,  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 

Without  our  aid  lie  did  us  make; 
We  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  feed; 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

3  0  enter,  then.  His  gates  with  praise, 

Approach  with  joy  His  courts  unto; 
Praise,  laud  and  bless  his  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?   The  Lord  our  God  is  good, 

His  mere}'  is  for  ever  sure ; 
His  truth  nt  all  times  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


HI* 


BoyUttn.    8.  K. 


1  ]\f  Y  soul,  repeat  His  praise, 

I'-l-     Whose  mercies  are  so  great; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  that  fear  His  name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

3  He  k  ows  we  are  but  dust, 

Scattered  with  every  breath  ; 
His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind, 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

4  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 

Or  like  the  morning  flower  ; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

5  But  Thy  compassions.  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure; 
And  children's  <  hildren  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

112*  Eisenach.     L.  If. 

1  TESUS  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
w      Doth  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  Pe  pie  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  earlv  blessings  on  His  name. 


113*  Munich.    7s  and  6s,  8  lines. 

1  rpHE  morning  light  is  breaking, 
J-     The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears : 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 
Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour: 
Each  cry  to  heaven  going 

Abundant  answer  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  of  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above : 
"While  sinners  now  confessing, 

The  gospel's  call  obey, 
And  seek  a  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home ; 
Stay  not  till  all  tho  holy 

Proclaim  the  Lord  is  come. 


114*  Wareham.     L.  M. 

1  QT  AND  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
^5    And  gird  the  gospel  armour  on  ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 

Where  Jesus,  thy  great  Captain's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course ; 

But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes; 
Thy  Saviour  nailed  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  He  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on — 

Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conq'rors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 

And  triumph  in  almighty  grace  ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

H5*  Gilda$.     8.  M. 

1  VTY  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 
lii-     Ten  thousand  foes  arise  ; 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  O  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray  ; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  vict'r}'  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armour  down  ; 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  dono 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  ; 
He'll  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath 
To  His  divine  abode. 
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Stephen).    C.  M. 


1  A  M  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A     A  follower  of  the  Lamb; 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 

Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  1 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  A  e  there  no  foea  for  me  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  ^race, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Since  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign, 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ; 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  Word. 
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Ernan.     L.  M. 


1  pEHOLD  a  Stranger  at  the  door ! 

a)  He  gently  knocks,  hasknock'd  before; 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still: 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude — He  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands: 
Oh,  matchless  kindness — and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes  ! 

8  But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed? 
He  will — the  very  Friend  you  need  ; 
The  Friend  of  sinners — yes,  'tis  He, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4   Admit  Him  ere  His  anger  burn ; 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return  ; 
Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
You'll  at  His  door  rejected  stand. 


Houghton.     H.  M. 


1  A  WORSHIP  the  Kinsf, 
\J  All  glorious  above  ; 
O  gratefully  sing 

His  power  and  His  love ; 
Our  shield  and  defender, 

The  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendour, 

And  girded  with  praise. 


2  0  tell  of  His  might, 

0  sing  of  His  grace, 
"Whose  robe  is  the  light, 

Whose  canopy,  space; 
Whose  chariots  of  wrath 

The  deep  thunder-clouds  form 
And  dark  is  His  path 

On  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  The  earth  with  its  store 

Of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty  !   Thy  power 

Hath  founded  of  old  ; — 
Hath  stablished  it  fast 

By  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  has  cast, 

Like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

4  Thy  bountiful  care 

What  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air, 

It  shines  in  the  li^-ht. 
It  streams  from  the  hills, 

It  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils 

In  the  dew  and  the  rain. 


5  Frail  children  of  dust, 

And  feeble  as  frail, 
In  Thee  .do  we  trust, 

Nor  find  Thee  to  fail : 
Thy  mercies  how  lender, 

How  firm  to  the  end, 
Our  Maker,  Defender, 

Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

119  Missionary.     7»  and  6s,  8  Hues. 

1  T^7"E  bring  no  glittering  treasures, 

m      No  gems  from  earth's  deep  mine 
We  come  with  simple  measures, 

To  chant  Thy  love  divine. 
We  all,  Thy  favours  sharing. 

Our  voice  of  thanks  would  raise : 
Father,  accept  our  offering, 

Our  song  of  grateful  praise. 

2  The  dearest  gift  of  Heaven, 

Love's  precious  Word  of  Truth, 
To  sinners  Thou  hast  given, 

To  guide  their  steps  in  youth; 
To  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

The  tale  of  Calvary ; 
To  tell  of  homes  in  glory, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

3  Redeemer,  grant  Thy  blessing; 

Oh,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 
That  we,  Thy  love  possessing, 

May  tread  life's  devious  way; 
Till,  where  the  pure  are  dwelling, 

By  grace  we  meet  again, 
And,  sweeter  numbers  swelling, 

For  ever  praise  Thy  name. 


120  Abridge.     C.  M. 

1  T  ORD,  I  have  made  Thy  Word  my 
•LJ  My  lasting  heritage  ;  L°'10ice> 
There  shall  my  noblest  powers  rejoice, 

My  warmest  thoughts  engage. 

2  I'll  read  the  histories  of  Thy  love, 

And  keep  Thy  laws  in  sight ; 
While  through  the  promises  I  rove, 
With  ever  fresh  delight. 

3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  springs  of  life  arise, 
Seeds  of  immortal  bliss  are  sown, 
And  hidden  glory  lie3. 

4  The  best  relief  that  mourners  have — 

It  makes  our  sorrows  blest; 
Our  fairest  hope  beyond  the  grave, 
And  our  eternal  rest. 

121  Worthing.     L.  M.- 

1  T  ORD,  'tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  stand 
J-J     In  gardens  planted  by  Thy  hand ; 
Let  me  within  Thy  courts  be  seen, 
Like  a  young  cedar,  fresh  and  green. 

2  There  grow  Thy  saints  in  faith  and  love, 
Blest  with  Thine  influence  from  above: 
Not  Lebauon,  with  all  its  trees, 
Yields  such  a  comely  sight  as  these. 

3  The  plants  of  grace  shall  ever  live; 
Nature  decays,  but  grace  must  thrive  ; 
Time,  that  doth  all  things  else  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourish  strong  and  fair. 

4  Laden  with  fru'ts  of  age,  they  show 
The  Lord  is  holy,  just  and  true: 
None  that  attend  His  gates  shall  find 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 
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Miles  Lane.    C.  M. 


1  A  LL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name, 
-t\-     Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  fortli  the  royal  diadem, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call: 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  saints  redeemed  of  Adam's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall; 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Hiui  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

6  0  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall, 
Join  in  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all, 

123  Stephens.     C.  M. 

1  A  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my 
v  To  keep  His  statutes  still ;  [ways, 
0  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 

To  know  and  do  His  will. 

2  0  send  Thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart : 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 


8  From  vanity  turn  off  mine  eyes; 
Let  no  corrupt  design, 
Nor  covetous  desires,  arise 
Within  this  soul  of  mine. 

4  Order  my  footsteps  by  Thy  Yford, 

And  make  my  heart  sincere: 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

5  Make  me  to  walk  in  Thy  commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road  ; 
Nor  let  my  head  or  heart  or  hands 
Offend  against  my  God. 

124  Tallis.     C.  M. 

1  rpHIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made; 
JL      He  calls  the  hours  His  own ; 

Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  He  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell; 
To-day  the  saints  His  triumphs  spread, 
And  all  His  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  ! 
Help  us,  O  Lord,  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  Thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace  ; 
Who  comes  in  God  His  Father's  name 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 

The  Church  on  earth  can  raise : 
The  highest  heavens  in  which  He  reigns 
Shall  give  Him  nobler  praise. 
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St.  Peter's.     C.  M 


1  A  W  AKE,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
XX     And  p  ess  witli  vigour  on  ; 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high : 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  ej-e. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And,  crowned  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet 
I'll  lay  my  honours  down. 

126  st  Magnus.     CM. 

1  HPHE  head  that  once  was  crowned  with 
J-  Is  crowned  with  glory  now ;  [thorns 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords, 

Is  His  by  sovereign  right ; 
The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 
He  leigns  in  glory  bright; — 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below, 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

4  To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace  is  given ; 
Their  name,  an  everlasting  name  : 
Their  joy,  the  joy  of  heaven. 


127  Gildas.    H.  M. 

1  T  WAS  a  wandering  sheep, 
J-     I  did  not  love  the  fold : 

I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

[  would  not  be  controll'd; 
I  was  a  wayward  child,  # 

I  did  not-love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child  ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  wa6te  and  wild ; 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famish'd,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  in  the  bands  of  love, 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole: 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  waudering  sheep, 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold — 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 
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Benevento.     7s,  8  lines. 


1  117HO  are  these  in  bright  array, 

>  >      This  innumerable  throng, 

Round  the  altar  night  and  day, 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song? 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, 
Blessing,  honour,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches  to  obtain; 
New  dominion  every  hour." 
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2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod; 

These  from  great  afflictions  came;] 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  His  almighty  name. 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand, 

3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  the}'  feed  ; 
Them,  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears, 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tears. 
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Winchester,  New.     L.  M. 


1  Q  WEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
KJ    To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks  and 

sing  ; 
To  show  Thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  Thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast; 
0  may  my'heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

4  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 
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Abridge.    C.  M. 


1  A  GOD  of  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 
V/     Thy  people  still  are  fed ; 

Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 
Hast  all  our  fathers  led: 

2  Our  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  present 

Before  Thy  throne  of  grace; 
God  of  our  fathers,  be  the  God 
Of  their  succeeding  race. 

8  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 
Our  wandering  footsteps  guide  ; 
Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide. 

4  Such  blessings  from  Thy  gracious  hand 
Our  humble  prayers  implore  ! 
And  Thou  shalt  be  our  chosen  God 
And  portion,  evermore. 

131  Ernan.     L.  M. 

1  MY  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
111     J  read  my  duty  in  Thy  Word ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

1  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer: 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict  and  Thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  Thou  my  pattern;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 
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Dix.    7s,  6  lines. 


1  A  GIVE  thanks  to  Him  who  made 

\f     Morning  light  and  evening  shade; 
Source  and  Giver  of  all  good, 
Nightly  sleep  and  daily  food ; 
Quickener  of  our  wearied  powers; 
Guard  of  our  unconscious  hours. 

2  0  give  thanks  to  nature's  King, 
Who  made  every  breathing  thing: 
His,  our  warm  and  sentient  frame — 
His,  the  mind's  immortal  flame : 

O,  how  close  the  ties  that  bind 
Spirits  to  th'  Eternal  Mind ! 

8  0  give  thanks  with  heart  and  lip, 
For  we  are  His  workmanship  ; 
And  all  creatures  are  His  care : 
Not  a  bird  that  cleaves  the  air 
Falls  unnoticed  ;  but  who  can 
Speak  the  Father's  love  to  man  ? 

4  0  give  thanks  to  Him  who  came 
In  a  mortal,  suffering  frame — 
Temple  of  the  Deity — 
Came,  for  rebel  man  to  die ; 
In  the  path  Himself  has  trod, 
Leading  back  His  saints  to  God. 

133  Melcombe.    L.  M. 

1  maOU  Son  of  God,  and  Son  of  man, 
A     Beloved,  adored  Immanuel ! 
"Who  didst,  before  all  time  began, 

In  glory  with  Thy  Father  dwell; 

2  We  sing  Thy  love,  who  didst  in  time 
For  us  humanity  assume, 

To  answer  for  the  sinner's  crime, 
To  Buffer  in  the  sinner's  room. 
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3  The  ransomed  Church  Thy  glory  sings ; 
The  hosts  of  heaven  Thy  will  obey ; 
And,  Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings, 
We  celebrate  Thy  blessed  sway. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  we  are  wholly  Thine, 
So  freely  loved,  so  dearly  bought ; 
Our  souls  to  Thee  would  we  resign, 
To  Thee  subject  our  every  thought. 

134.  Belmont.     C.  M. 

1  A  FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
v/     My  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

3  Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ear3, 
"Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

6  Hear  Him,  ye  deaf;  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ  ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

6  Look  unto  Him,  ye  nations ;  own 
Your  God,  ye  fallen  race ; 
Look,  and  be  saved  by  faith  alone, 
Be  justified  by  grace. 


135  Ernan.    L.  M. 

1  AOME,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
\J  With  light  and  comfort  from  above; 
Be  Thou  our  Guardian,  Thou  our  Guide; 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

2  The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  Thy 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart,  [way: 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

3  Lead  us  to  holiness — the  road 

Which  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  Christ — the  living  way, 
Nor  let  us  from  His  pastures  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God — our  final  rest, 
To  be  with  Him  for  ever  blest: 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  that  we  may  share 
Fulness  of  joy  for  ever  there. 

13Q  St.  Michael's.    S.  M. 

1  rPHE  praises  of  my  tongue 
J-      I  offer  to  the  Lord, 

That  I  was  taught,  and  learned  so  young, 
To  read  His  holy  Word. 

2  Dear  Lord,  this  book  of  Thine 

Informs  me  where  to  go, 
For  grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin, 
And  make  me  holy  too. 

3  0  may  Thy  Spirit  teach, 

And  make  my  heart  receive, 
Those   truths  which  all  Thy  servants 
And  all  Thy  saints  believe,     [preach, 

4  Then  shall  I  praise  the  Lord 

In  a  more  cheerful  strain, 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  His  Word, 
And  have  not  learned  in  vain. 


137  Regent  Square.    8  7,  8  7,  4  7. 

1  TTARK!  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
li     Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary; 
See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 

Shakes  the  earth  and  veils  the  sky: 

It  is  finished! 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

2  It  is  finished  ! — 0  what  pleasure 

Do  those  gracious  words  afford  ! 

Heavenly  blessings  »  ithout  measure 

Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord : 

It  is  finished ! 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

S  Finished,  all  the  types  and  shadows 
Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 
Finished,  all  that  God  had  promised ; — 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  aWe. 

It  is  finished  ! 
Saints, from  hence  your  comforts  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ; 
Join  to  sing  the  glorious  theme; 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven, 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 


Charmouth.     C.  M. 
9 
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1  A  ND  is  this  life  prolonged  to  me 
A  Are  days  and  seasons  given? 
O  let  me,  then,  prepare  to  be 

A  fitter  heir  of  heaven. 

2  In  vain  these  moments  shall  not  pass, 

These  golden  hours  be  gone : 
Lord,  I  accept  Thine  offered  grace, 
I  bow  before  Thy  throne. 


3  Now  cleanse  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

By  my  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
Now  let  my  flesh  and  soul  begin 
The  honours  of  my  God. 

4  Let  me  no  more  my  soul  beguile 

With  sin's  deceitful  toys; 
Let  cheerful  hope,  increasing  still, 
Approach  to  heavenly  joys. 

5  My  thankful  lips  shall  loud  proclaim 

The  wonders  of  Thy  praise, 
And  spread  the  savour  of  Thy  name 
Where'er  I  spend  my  days. 

6  On  earth  let  my  example,  shine  ; 

And  when  I  leave  this  state, 
May  heaven  receive  this  soul  of  mine 
To  bliss  supremely  great. 

J39  Old  Winchester.     C.  M. 

1  ITOW  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King, 
XI     Who  reigns  above  the  sky  ! 
How  shall  a  child  presume  to  sing 

His  dreadful  majesty  ? 

2  How  great  His  power  is  none  can  tell, 

Nor  think  how  large  His  grace; 
Not  men  below,  nor  saints  that  dwell 
On  high  before  His  face. 

3  Not  angels  that  stand  round  the  Lord 

Can  search  His  secret  will ; 
But  they  perform  His  heavenly  word, 
And  sing  His  praises  still. 

4  Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train, 

And  my  first  offerings  bring ; 
Th'  eternal  God  will  not  disdain 
To  hear  an  infant  sing. 


5  My  heart  resolves,  my  tongue  obeys, 

And  angels  shall  rejoice 
To  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praise 

Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 
140  Nearer  Homt.    8.  M. 

1  "  POREVER  with  the  Lord  I" 

i-    Amen  ;  so  let  it  be  ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, — 

'Tis  immortality. 
Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 

A  day's  march  nearer  home, 

2  My  Father's  house  on  high,. 

Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 

Thy  golden  gates  appear  ! 
Ah,  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 

Jerusalem  above. 

3  "Forever  with  the  Lord  !" 

Father,  if 'tis  Thy  will, 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 

Even  here  to  me  fulfil. 
Be  Thou  at  my  right  hand, 

Then  can  I  never  fail: 
Uphold  Thou  me,  and  I  shall  stand; 

Fight,  aud  I  must  prevail. 

4  So,  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 

And  life  eternal  gain. 
Knowing  as  I  am  known, 

How  shall  I  love  that  word, 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 

"Forever  with  the  Lord!" 


141 


Pascal.    L.  M. 


1  TTTHERE  high  the  heavenly  temple 

VV      stands, 

The  house  of  God,  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears ; 
The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  He  who,  for  men,  their  surety  stood, 
And  poured  on  earth  His  precious  blood, 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  mighty  plan — 
The  Saviour  and  the  Friend  of  man. 

3  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye  ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 

He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

4  Our  Fellow-Sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains  ; 
And  still  remembers,  in  the  skies, 
His  tears,  His  agonies  and  cries. 

5  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathizes  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

6  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne, 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 
And  ask  the  aid  of  heavenly  power, 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

142  Bedford.     C.  M. 

1  rFO  God  be  glory,  peace  on  earth, 
J_     To  all  mankind  good-will ; 

"We  bless,  we  praise,  we  worship  Thee, 
And  glorify  Thee  still. 

2  And  thanks  for  Thy  great  glory  give, 

That  fills  our  souls  with  light; 
0  Lord,  our  heavenly  King,  the  God 
And  Father  of  all  might. 
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3  And  thou  begotten  Son  of  God, 

Before  all  time  begun ; 
Thou  Lord  and  God,  thou  Lamb  of  God, 
The  Father's  only  Son. 

4  Have  mercy,  Thou  that  tak'st  the  sins 

Of  all  mankind  away ; 
Have  mercy,  Saviour  of  marrkind, 
And  hear  us  when  we  pray. 

5  0  Thou  who  sitt'st  at  God's  right  hand, 

Upon  the  Father's  throne, 
Have  mercy  on  us,  Thou,  O  Christ, 
The  everlasting  Son. 

6  Thou,  Lord,  who,  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 

Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore, 
In  glory  of  the  Father,  art 
Most  high  for  evermore. 
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James.    C.  M. 


1  TTOW   bright   these    glorious    spirits 
XI     shine ! 

Whence  all  their  bright  array  ?      , 
How  came  they  to  the  blissful  seats 
Of  everlasting  day  ? 

2  Lo  !  these  are  they  from  sufferings  great, 

Who  came  to  realms  of  light, 
And  in  the  blood  of  Christ  have  washed 
Those  robes  which  shine  so  bright. 

3.  Now  with  triumphal  palms  they  stand 
Before  the  throne  on  high, 
And  serve  the  God  they  love  amidst 
The  glories  of  the  sky. 

4  His  presence  fills  each  heart  with  joy, 
Tunes  every  voice  to  sing; 
By  day,  by  night,  the  sacred  courts 
With  glad  hosannas  ring. 


5  The  Lamb  who  dwells  amidst  the 

Shall  o'er  them  still  preside,    [throne 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine, 
And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

6  In  pastures  green  He'll  lead  His  flock 

"Where  living  streams  appear, 
And  God  the  Lord  from  every  eye 
Shall  wipe  away  each  tear. 


144 


Regent  Square.     8  7,  8  7,  4  7. 


1  T  0!  He  comes  with  clouds  descending 
JJ     Once  for  favoured  sinners  slain ; 
Thousand  thousand  saints  attending, 

Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train : 

Hallelujah ! 
Jesus  comes,  and  comes  to  reign. 

2  Every  eye  shall  then  behold  Him, 

Robed  in  dreadful  majesty  ; 
Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

8  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ; 
All  His  saints,  by  man  rejected, 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air : 

Hallelujah  ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear. 

4  Tea,  Amen  ;  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne : 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory, 
Make  Thy  righteous  sentence  known. 

0  come  quickly, 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own. 
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St.  Gregory.    C.  M. 


1  \\Y  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art ! 

_[Vl     Thy  majesty  how  bright ! 
How  radiant  Thy  mercy  seat, 
In  depths  of  burning  light ! 

2  Thou  glorious  God,  how  beautiful 

The  sight  of  Thee  must  be ; — 
Thine  endless  wisdom,  boundless  power, 
And  awful  purity ! 

3  0  how  I  fear  Thee,  living  God  ! 

With  deepest,  tenderest  fears  ; 
And  worship  Thee  with  humble  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 

4  Yet  may  I  love  Thee,  too,  0  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

5  Father  of  Jesus,  God  of  love, 

What  rapture  will  it  be, 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  to  lie, 
And  ever  gaze  on  Thee  ! 
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Winchester  Old.    C.  M. 


1  Q  WEET  is  the  memory  of  Thy  grace, 
|^     My  God,  my  heavenly  King ;    . 
Let  age  to  age  Thy  righteousness 

In  sounds  of  glory  sing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 

His  goodness  to  the  skies  ; 
Through  the  whole  earth  His  bounty 
And  every  want  supplies,     [shines, 

S  With  longing  eyes  Thy  creatures  wait 
On  Thee  for  daily  food ; 
Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good. 


4  How  fcird  are  Thy  compassions,  Lord  ! 

How  6low  Thine  anger  moves ! 
But  soon  He  6ends  Mis  pardoning  word 
To  cheer  the  souls  He  loves. 

5  Creatures  with  all  their  endless  race 

Thy  power  and  praise  proclaim ; 
But  saints  thattaste  Thy  richer  grace, 
Delight  to  bless  Thy  name. 

147  St.  Michael's.    8.  M. 

STAND  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 
Ye  people  of  His  choice  ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart  and  soul  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 
And  laud  and  magnify? 

3  0  for  the  living  flame 

From  His  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire. 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  His  salvation  ours  ; 
Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord ; 

The  Lord  your  God  adore  : 
Stand  up  and  bless  His  glorious  name, 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

14g  St.  Ann's.    C.  M. 

1  i  RE  we  the  soldiers  of  the  cross  ? 
_/\_  «The  followers  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  we  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  ? 


2  Now  must  we  fight,  if  we  would  reign  ; 

Increase  our  courage.  Lord  : 
We'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain,' 
Supported  by  Thy  Word. 

3  Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 

Shall  oonquer,  though  they're  slain  ;    i 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  shall  with  Jesus  reign. 

4  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  Thine  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 
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Gildas.    8.  M. 


1  HOLD1ERS  of  Christ,  arise, 
lO     And  put  your  armour  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God 

Through  His  eternal  Son.      [supplies 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  in  Hi9  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 

With  all  His  strength  endued ; 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God. 

4  Leave  no  unguarded  place, 

No  weakness  of  the  soul : 
Take  every  virtue,  every  grace, 
And  fortify  the  whole. 

5  To  keep  your  armour  bright, 

Attend  with  constant  care  ; 
Still  walking  in  your  Captain's  sight, 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 
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Bedford.    C.  M. 


1  T  AMP  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 
IJ     Our  path  when  wont  to  stray; 
Stream,  from  the  fount  of  heavenly  grace; 

Brook,  by  the  traveller's  way: 

2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed ; 

True  manna  from  on  high  ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky : 

3  Pillar  of  fire,  through  watches  dark, 

And  radiant  cloud  by  day : 
"When  waves  would  whelm  our  tossing 
Our  anchor  and.our  stay  :  [bark, 

4  Word  of  the  Everlasting  God, 

Will  of  His  glorious  Son, 
Without  Thee  how  could  earth  be  trod, 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won  ? 

5  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 

The  wisdom  it  imparts; 
And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn, 
With  simple,  childlike  hearts. 

151  Jackson.    C.  M. 

1  Q ALVATION  !  0  the  joyful  sound  ! 
IO    'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears ; 

A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound ; 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 
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Vienna.    7s. 


1  TESTIS,  Lord,  we  look  to  Thee; 
fj    Let  us  in  Thy  name  agree; 
Show  Thyself  the  Prince  of  Peace ; 
Bid  all  strife  for  ever  cease. 

2  Make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind, 
Courteous,  pitiful,  and  kind  ; 
Lowly,  meek  in  thought  and  word, 
Altogether  like  our  Lord. 

3  Let  us  for  each  other  care, 
Each  the  other's  burden  bear; 
To  Thy  Church  the  pattern  give, 
Show  how  true  believers  live. 

4  Let  us  then  with  joy  remove 
To  Thy  family  above ; 

And  with  faith  and  comfort  high, 
Prove  how  true  believers  die. 
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Old  100th.    L.  M. 


1  "IXTE  praise,  we  worship  Thee,  0  God ; 

YY     Thy  sovereign  power   we  sound 

abroad. 
All  nations  bow  before  Thy  throne, 
And  Thee,  the  great  Jehovah,  own. 

2  Loud  hallelujahs  to  Thy  name 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim ; 

By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaven, 
Eternal  praise  to  Thee  is  given. 

3  O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

•Thou  God  of  Hosts,  by  all  adored; 
Earth  and  the  heavens  are  fuli'of  Thee, 
Thy  light,  Thy  power,  Thy  majesty. 

4  Glory  to  Thee,  0  God  most  high  ! 
Father,  we  praise  Thy  majesty  ; 
The  Son,  the  Spirit,  we  adore — 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore. 
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Abridge.    C.  M. 


1  TI7ITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

YV    Of  our  High  Priest  above ; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 

His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  m  an, 
For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Poured  out  His  cries  and  tears  ; 
And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

4  He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax. 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

5  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  His  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 

155  Benediction.    8s,  7s,  D. 

1  pRAISE  to  Thee,  Thou  great  Creator, 
X  Praise  be  Thine  from  every  tongue ; 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature, 

Join  the  universal  song. 
Father,  source  of  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  Thine: 
Hail  1  the  God  of  our  salvation, 

Praise  Him  for  His  love  divine. 

2  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given, 

For  the  hope  of  future  joy,     [heaven, 
Sound  His  praise  through  earth  and 

Sound  Jehovah's  praise  on  high : 
Joyfully,  on  earth,  adore  Him, 

Till,  in  heaven,  our  song  we  raise; 
There,  enraptured,  fall  before  Him, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


g  Rousstau.    8  7,87,47. 

IN  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  assembling, 
"We,  Thy  people,  now  draw  near; 
Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling, 
Speak,  and  let  Thy  servants  hear ; — 

Hear  with  meekness ; 
Hear  Thy  Word  with  godly  fear. 
While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened, 

May  we  give  them,  Lord,  to  Thee; 
Cheered  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened, 
May  we  run,  nor  weary  be, 

Till  Thy  glory 
Without  cloud,  in  heaven,  we  see. 
rhere,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter, 

All  Thy  people  shall  adore ; 
Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 
Than  they  could  conceive  before; 

Full  enjoyment: 
Full,  unmixed  for  evermore. 

7  Germany.    L.  M. 

LORD,  how  delightful  'tis  to  see 
A  whole  assembly  worship  Thee ! 
A.t  once  they  sing,  at  once  they  pray; 
rhey  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 
[  have  been  there,  and  still  would  go, 
Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below ; 
STot  all  that  thoughtless  sinners  say, 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day, 
3  write  upon  my  memory,  Lord, 
rhe  texts  and  doctrines  of  Thy  Word : 
rhat  I  may  break  Thy  laws  no  more, 
3ut  love  Thee  better  than  before. 
>Vith  thoughts  of  Christ  and  thing3 

divine 
?ill  up  this  foolish  heart  of  mine ; 
Chat,  hoping  pardon  through  His  blood, 
[  may  lie  down,  and  wake  with  God. 


158 


French.    C.  M. 


1  /^OME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 
\J     Who  have  obtained  the  prize  ; 
And  on  the  eagle-wings  of  love, 

To  joys  celestial  rise. 

2  Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing, 

With  those  to  glory  gone : 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
On  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

3  One  family,  we  dwell  in  Him  ; 

One  Church,  above,  beneath ; 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, — 
The  narrow  stream  of  death. 

4  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow; 
Part  of  His  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  E'en  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before ; 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 
On  the  eternal  shore. 

159  German  Hymn.    7s. 

1  /HOME,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare ; 
\J     Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer: 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray ; 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee,  Nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King ; 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring ; 
For  His  gr^ce  and  power  are  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin  : 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 


4  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

5  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end; 

6  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do; 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew  ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith ; 

Let  me  die  Thy  people's  death. 

160  St.  George's  Chapel    7s.  D. 

1  rpHOU  who  art  enthroned  above, 

X    Thou  by  whom  we  live  and  move, 
0,  how  sweet,  with  joyful  tongue, 
To  resound  Thy  praise  in  song  ! 
When  the  morning  paints  the  skies, 
When  the  sparkling  stars  arise, 
All  Thy  favours  to  rehearse, 
And  give  thanks  in  grateful  verse  I 

2  Sweet  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 
When  devotion  fills  the  breast, 
When  we  dwell  within  Thy  house, 
Hear  Thy  Word  and  pay  our  vows ; 
Notes  to  heaven's  high  mansions  raise, 
Fill  its  courts  with  joyful  praise, 
With  repeated  hymns  proclaim 
Great  Jehovah's  awful  name. 

3  From  Thy  works  our  joys  arise, 
O,  Thou  only  good  and  wise ! 
Who  Thy  wonders  can  express? 
All  Thy  thoughts  are  fathomless; 
Warm  our  hearts  with  sacred  fire; 
Grateful  fervours  still  inspire ; 

All  our  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
Ever  in  Thy  praise  unite. 


161  Earls.    Vs. 

1  QOVEREIGN  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
io     Ever  gracious,  ever  wise. 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 
All  events  at  Thy  command. 

2  His  decree,  who  formed  the  earth, 
Fixed  my  first  and  second  birth; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree ; — 

3  Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health : 
Times  cf  penury  and  wealth ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief. 

4  0  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just, 
In  Thy  hamds  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still? 

I  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

5  May  I  always  ow.n  Thy  hand  ; 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand ; 
Thee,  at  all  times,  will  I  bless ; 
Thee,  in  whom  I  all  possess. 

1Q2  French.    C.  M. 

1  T  SING  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
X     That  made  the  mountains  rise ; 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 

And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  His  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 

That  filled  the  earth  with  food ; 
He  formed  the  creatures  by  His  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 
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4  Lord,  how  Thy  wonders  are  displayed, 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky. 

5  His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard, 

He  guides  me  with  His  eye: 
Why  should  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 
Who  is  forever  nigh  ? 
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Tallis.     C.  M. 


1  T  ORD.Thou  on  earth  didst  love  Thine 
Jj  Didst  love  them  to  the  end ;  [own, 
0,  still  from  Thy  celestial  throne 

Let  gifts  of  love  descend : 

2  The  love  the  Father  bears  to  Thee, 

His  own  eternal  Son, 
Give  all  Thy  saints,  till  all  shall  be 
In  pure  affection  one. 

3  As  Thou  for  us  didst  stoop  so  low, 

Warmed  by  love's  holy  flame, 
So  let  our  deeds  of  kindness  flow 
To  all  who  bear  Thy  name. 

4  One  blessed  fellowship)  in  love, 

Thy  living  Church  should  stand, 
Trll  faultless  she,  at  last,  above, 
Shall  shine  at  Thy  right  hand. 

5  0,  glorious  day  when  she,  the  Bride, 

With  her  dear  Lord  appears  ! 
When  robed  in  beauty  at  His  side, 
She  shall  forget  her  tears  ! 

164  Boylston.     S.  M. 

1  mO-MORROW,  Lord,  is  Thine, 
X      Lodged  in  Thy  sovereign  hand ; 
And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  by  Thy  command*. 


2  The  present  moment  flies, 
And  bears  our  life  away : 
O,  make  Thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 

S  Since  on  this  winged  hour 
Eternity  is  hung, 
Waken  by  Thine  almighty  power 
The  aged  and  the  young. 

4  One  thing  demands  our  care ; 

0,  be  it  still  pursued, 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renewed. 

5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly. 

Swift  as  the  morning  light, 
Lest  life's  young  golden  beams  should 
In  sudden,  endless  night.  [die. 


165  Culbach.    ?s 

1  TJOLY,  holy,  holy,  Lord, 

XX     In  the  highest  heavens  adored, 
Author  of  all  nature's  frame ; 
Father  !  hallowed  be  Thy  name. 

2  Though  estranged  from  Thee  in  heart, 
Doubtless  Thou  our  Father  art : 
From  Thy  hand  our  spirits  came : 
Father  !  hallowed  be  Thy  name. 

3  Not  by  nature's  tie  alone 
Thou  art  as  our  Father  known : 
Nearer  now,  in  Christ,  our  claim : 
Father  !  hallowed  be  Thy  name. 

4  Whether,  then,  in  want  or  wealth, 
Joy  or  sorrow,  pain  or  health, 
Still  our  prayer  shall  be  the  same : 
Father  I  hallowed  be  Thy  name. 


100  Rockingham.     L.  M. 

1  T  ORD,  Thou  hast  searched  and  seen 
±J     me  through; 

Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 

My  rising  and  my  resting  hours, 

My  heart  andflesh.with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  mine  own, 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known; 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak, 
Ere  from  mine  opening  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  Thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  Thy  hand ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great ! 
What  large  extent !  what  lofty  height ! 
My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast, 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  O  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest: 

Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there.  , 

167  Olivet.     6  e  4,  6  6  6  4. 

1  ]» f  Y  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
ilj.     Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine. 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
O  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire. 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 


While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide: 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow'6  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 
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Wareham.     L.  M. 


i   TJOSANNA  to  the  living  Lord  ! 
JQ      Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word  ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven  hosanna  sing. 

2  Hosanna,  Lord  !  Thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord  !  Thy  saints  reply; 
Above,  beneath  us,  all  around, 

The  dead,  the  living,  swell  the  sound. 

3  0  Saviour,  with  protecting  care 
Return  to  this  Thy  house  of  prayer ; 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  name. 
Here  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal,  bid  Thy  Spirit  rest. 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be    • 
A  temple  pure  and  worthy  Thee. 

5  So  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

169  Regent  Square.    8  7,  8  7,  4  7. 

1  n  UIDE  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah  ! 
\J     Pilgrim,  through  this»barren  land; 
I  am  weak,  but.  Thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 


2  Open  Thou  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through. 

Strong  Deliverer ! 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxiou3  fears  subside  ; 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  Destruction  I 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 
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Pascal,     h.  M. 


1  COMMAND  Thy  blessiag  from  above, 
yj     O  God,  on  all  assembled  here; 
Behold  us  with  a  Father's  love, 

While  we  look  up  with  filial  fear. 

2  Command  Thy  blessing.  Jesns,  Lord; 

May  we  Thy  true  disciples  be; 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  word, 
Say  to  the  weakest — Follow  me. 

3  Command  Thy  blessing  in  this  hour, 

Spirit  of  Truth,  and  fill  this  place 
With  wounding  and  with  healing  power, 
With  quickeningand  confirminggrace. 

4  0  Thou,  our  Maker,  Saviour,  Guide, 

One  true  Eternal  God  confess' d  ; 
Whom  Thou  hast  joined, may  none  divide, 
None  dare  to  curse  whom  Thou  hast  blest. 

5  With  Thee  and  Thine  forever  found, 

May  all  the  souls  who  here  unite, 
With  harps  and  songs  Thy  throne  sur- 
round, 
Rest  in  Thy  love,  and  reign  in  light. 


171  Nearer  to  Thee. 

1  VTEARER,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
1\      Nearer  to  Thee; 

E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee  ! 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee  I 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven  ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given : 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee  1 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise  ! 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee  ! 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful 'wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly  ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  nearer  to  Thee  ! 
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St.  Gregory.     C.  M. 


1  mllERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
1    Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 

Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  0,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise  ; 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 
With  unbeclouded  eyes : 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er,     [flood 
Not  Jordan's   stream   nor  death's  cold 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

173  Cambridge.     S.  M. 

1  TESUS,  my  strength,  my  hope, 
f)      On  Thee  I  cast  my  care ; 
With  humble  confidence  look  up, 

And  know  Thou  hearest  prayer. 

2  Give  me  a  heart  to  pray, 

To  pray  and  never  cease ; 

Never  to  murmur  at  Thy  stay, 

Or  w  ish  my  sufferings  less. 


3  A  jealous,  just  concern 

For  Thine  immortal  praise ; 
A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 
And  glorify  Thy  grace. 

4  I  rest  upon  Thy  word ; 

The  promise  is  for  me ; 
My  succour  and  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  surely  come  from  Thee. 
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Regent  Square.    8  7,  S  7,  4  7. 


1  f~\  HOW  blest  the  congregation, 

\J     Who  the  Gospel  know  and  prize  ! 
Joyful  tidings  of  salvation, 

Brought  by  Jesus  from  the  skies : 
He  is  near  them,  [cries. 

Knows  their  wants,  and  hears  their 

2  In  His  name  rejoicing  ever, 

Walking  in  His  light  and  love, 
And  foretasting  in  His  favour, 

Something  here  of  bliss  above ; 
Happy  people ! 
Who  shall  harm  them?  what  shall  move? 

3  In  His  righteousness  exalted, 

On  from  strength  to  strength  they  go; 
By  ten  thousand  ills  assaulted, 
Yet  preserved  from  every  foe ; 

On  to  glory, 
Safe  they  speed  through  all  below. 

4  God  will  keep  His  own  anointed  ; 

Nought  shall  harm  them,  none  con- 
All  their  trials  are  appointed;     [demn: 
All  must  work  for  good  to  them : 

All  shall  help  them 
To  their  heavenly  diadem. 


175  Vienna.    7s. 

1  n  LORY  to  the  Father  give,— 

\J  God,  in  whom  we  move  and  live; 
Children's  prayers  He  deigns  to  hear  ; 
Children's  songs  delight  His  ear. 

2  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, — 
Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King: 
Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  He  was  slain. 

3  Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Be  this  day  a  Pentecost ; 
Children's  minds  may  He  inspire  ; 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

4  Glory  in  the  highest  be 
To  the  blessed  Trinity, 
For  the  Gospel  from  above, 
For  the  word,  that  God  is  love. 
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Casscll.     7s,  6  lines. 


1  T>LESSEDarethesonsofGod;  [blood; 
Jj    They  are  bought  with  Christ's  own 
They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave; 
Life  eternal  they  shall  have. 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity. 

2  They  are  justified  by  grace ; 
They  enjoy  a  solid  peace; 

All  their  sins  are  washed  away ; 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day. 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity. 
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3  They  produce  the  fruits  of  grace 
Tn  the  works  of  righteousness. 
Born  of  God,  they  hate  all  sin ; 
God's  pure  Word  remains  within. 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity. 

4  They  have  fellowship  with  God, 
Through  the  Mediator's  blood ; 
One  with  God,  in  Jesus  one, 
Glory  is  in  them  begun. 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity. 

177  Old' 100th.     L.  M. 

1  T)EFORE  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
J)     Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy  ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone ; 

He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 
And  when,  like   wandering   sheep,  we 
strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

3  We  are  His  people  ;  we  His  care  ; 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame ; 
What  lasting  honours  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Father,  to  Thy  name  ? 

4  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 
High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise  ; 
And    earth,     with    her    ten    thousand 
tongues, 
Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  soundiug 
praise. 
6  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command, 
Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love : 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
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Bride.     8.  M.  D. 


1  A    CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 
J\_     A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky; 
To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil  ;— 

0  may  it  all. my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

2  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  Thy  sight  ti>  live ; 
And  0 !  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 

A  strict,  account  to  give : 
Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely ; 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  for  ever  die. 

179  Winchester  New.     L.  M. 

1  pEAPER!  behold  the  fields  are  white 

1  \j  With  the  great  harvest  of  the  world ! 
Soldier  !  seek  thou  the  thickest  fight, 

Thy  Captain's  standard  is  unfurled. 

2  Toil  on  in  the  appointed  way, 

The  precious  fruit  shall  soon  appear; 
Work  thou  thy  work  whilst  it  is  day  ! 
The  shadows  lengthen — night  is  near : 

3  And  say  not  that  thy  hands  are  weak, 

Thy  heart  is  faint,  thy  soul  cast  down, 
But  press  thou  on  the  prize  to  seek ; — 
Faithful  to  death, — secure  the  crown. 

4  Soon  shall,  thou  hear  the  Master's  voice, 

The  welcome  cry,  Behold,  I  come ! 
Within  the  pearly  gates  rejoice, 

And  rest  thee  in  thy  heavenly  home. 


180 


Adoration.     H.  M. 


1  TOIN  all  the  glorious  names 

t)      Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 
That  ever  mortals  knew, 

Or  angels  ever  bore: 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  His  worth, 
Too  mean  to  set  the  Saviour  forth. 

2  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  shall  bless  Thy  name; 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came: 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Has  shed  His  blood  and  died ; 
Our  guilty  conscience  needs 

No  sacrifice  beside: 
His  precious  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  Oh,  thou  Almighty  Lord,        * 

Our  Conqueror  and  our  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword, 

Thy  reigning  grace  we  sing. 
Thine  is  the  power;  oh,  make  us  sit 

In  willing  bonds  beneath  Thy  feet. 
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London.     C.  M. 


1  TTARK,  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour 
XX  The  Saviour  promised  long;  [comes, 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 

And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  He  comes,  the  prisoner  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held ; 
The. gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 
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3  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And,  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 
Enrich  the  humble  poor. 

4  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  beloved  name. 
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Munich.     7s  &  6s. 


1  TY\Q  Thee,  my  God,  my  Saviour, 

I      My  soul,  exulting,  sings; 
Rejoicing  in  Thy  favour, 

Almighty  King  of  kings  !  . 
I'll  celebrate  Thy  glory, 

With  all  the  saints  above. 
And  tell  the  wond'rous  story 

Of  Thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 

Bedecks  the  dewy  East, 
And  when  the  sun  reposes 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast, 
My  voice  in  supplication, 

Well  pleased,  Thou  shalt  hear; 
Oh,  grant  me  Thy'salvation, 

And  to  my  soul  draw  near  ! 

3  By  Thee  through  life  supported, 

I  pass  the  dangerous  road, 
With  heavenly  hosts  escorted 

Up  to  their  bright  abode : 
There  cast  my  crown  before  Thee, 

Now,  all  my  conflicts  o'er, 
And  day  and  night  adore  Thee; — 

What  can  an  angel  more? 
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183  Bedford.    C.  M. 

IVE  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise 
T     Within  the  vail,  and  see 
The  saints  above — how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be  ! 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 
And  wet  their  couch  with  tears ; 
They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
WTith  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

S  T  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came, 
They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. 

4  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise 
For  His  own  pattern  given, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 
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Berlin.     8s  &  7s. 


1  T  IGHT  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Li     Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 
Come,  and,  by  Thyself  revealing, 

Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath. 

2  Still  we  wait  for  Thy  appearing; 

Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 
Every  poor,  benighted  heart. 

3  Come,  extend  thy  wonted  favour 

To  our  ruined,  guilty  race  ; 
Come,  Thou  blest,  exalted  Saviour, 
Come,  apply  Thy  saving  grace. 

4  By  Thine  all-atoning  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  release; 
By  the  teachings  of  Thy  Spirit 
Guide  us  into  perfect  peace. 
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Jama.    C.  M. 


1  TTJTIEN  all  Thy  mercips,  oli,  my  God, 

\V       My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view.  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

4  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue;  • 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

186  Solicitude.     7s. 

1  AFT  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe, 

\J     Onward,  Christians,  onward  go; 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife. 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad; 
March,  in  heavenly  armour  clad ; 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long, 
Soon  shall  victory  tune  your  song. 

3  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eve, 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 
Let  n<t  fears  your  course  impede. 
Great  your  strength  if  great  your  need. 

4  Onward,  then,  to  glory  move, 

More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 


187  Adoration.    H.  M. 

1  T  ORD  of  the  worlds  above, 

|j     How  pleasant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  Thy  love, 

Thine  earthly  temples,  are ! 
To  Thine  abode  my  heart  aspires, 
"JVith  warm  desires  to  see  my  God. 

2  Oh.  happy  souls,  who  pray 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear! 
Oh,  happy  men,  who  pay 

Their  constant  service  there  ! 
They  praise  Thee  still :  and  happy  they 
Who  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

Till  each  in  heaven  appears; 
Oh,  glorious  seat,  when  God,  our  King, 
Shall  thither  bring  our  willing  feet. 

188  Innocents.     7s. 

1  QO^'GS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
O     Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun  — 
When  He  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awwke  the  morn 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day; 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  Saints  below,  with  heart,  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
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Narenza.    8.  M. 


1  p  EST  for  the  toiling  hand, 
|\i     Rest  for  the  anxious  brow, 

Rest  for  the  weary,  way-worn  feet, 
Rest  from  all  labour  now. 

2  Soon  shall  the. trump  of  God 

Give  out  the  welcome  sound, 
That  shakes  thy  silent  chamber-walls, 
And  breaks  the  turf-sealed  ground. 

3  Te  dwellers  in  the  dust, 

Awake!  come  forth  and  sing! 
Sharp  has  your  frost  of  winter  been, 
But  bright  shall  be  your  spring. 

4  'Twas  sown  in  weakness  here, 

'Twill  then  be  raised  in  power; 
That  which  was  sown  an  earthly  seed 
Shall  rise  a  heavenly  flower. 
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Montgomery.     L.  M. 


1  TESUS,»my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone — 
J      He  whom  I  fix  ray  hopes  upon: 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 

The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  way  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 

I'll  go,  for  all  His  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  had  sought, 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say,  — 
Come  hither,  soul;  I  am  the  Way. 

4  Lo!  glad  I  come;  and  Thou,  blest  Lamb, 
Wilt  take  me,  guilty  as  I  am : 

My  6inful  self  to  Thee  I  give ; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 


191  St.  George's  CMpel.    7s,  3  lines. 

1  A  NGELS  !  roll  the  rock  away ; 

./\   Death  !  yield  up  thy  mighty  prey ; 
See  !  the  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb, 
Glowing  with  immortal  bloom. 
Hark!  the  wondering  angels  raise 
Louder  notes  of  joyful  praise; 
Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound 
Echo  with  the  blissful  sound. 

2  Now,  ye  saints,  lift  up  your  eyes, 
See  Him  high  in  glory  rise  I 
Hosts  of  angels,  on  the  road. 
Hail  him — the  Incarnate  God. 
Heaven  unlolds  its  portals  wide, 

See  the  Conqueror  through  them  ride ! 
King  of  gb.ry  !  mount  Thy  throne — 
Boundless  empire  is  Thine  owu. 

3  Praise  Him,  ye  celestial  choirs  ! 
Tune,  and  sweep  your  golden  lyres; 
Raise,  O  earth  !  your  noblest  songs, 
From  ten  thousand  thousand  tongues. 
Every  note  with  wonder  swell, 

Sin  overthrown,  and  captive  hell ! 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Where  thy  terrors,  vanquished  king? 

192  Solicitude.     7s. 

1  /  iHRIST,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day, 
\j     Sons  of  men,  and  angels,  say  : 
liaise  your  songs  and  triumphs  high  : 
Sing,  ye  heavens;  and  earth  reply. 

2  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, — 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell; 
Death,  in  vain,  forbids  Him  rise, — 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 

139 


3  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save: 
Where's  thy  victory,  O  Grave  ? 

4r  Soar  we  now  w   ere  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head  ; 
Made  like  llim,  like  Him  we  rise: 
Our3  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

5   Hail  !  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven: 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet,  triumphant  now: 
Hail !  the  Itcsurrection,  Thou  ! 

193  Benediction.     Ss  &  7s,  D. 

1  n  LORIOTJ8  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
\JT     Zion,  city  of  our  God  ! 

He,  whose  work  cannot  be  broken, 
Formed  thee  for  His  own  abode: 

On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 

With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 
Thou  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See  the  streams  of  living  waters. 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
To  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove  ! 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Lver  flows  his  thirst  t'  assuage? 
Grace,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

1,  through  grace,  a  member  am; 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity  ; 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 
None  but  Zion's  children  know. 


194  'St.  Peter's.     C.  M. 

1  TESTJS,  T  love  Thy  charming  name  ; 
1 1    'Tis  music  to  my  ear  : 

Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so.loud 
That  heaven  and  earth  might  hear. 

2  Yes. — Thou  art  precious  to«rr,y  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust; 
Jewels  to  Thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  Thy  grace  shall  dwell  upon  my  heart, 

And  shed  its  fragrance  there; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

4  I'll  speak  the  honours  of  Thy  name 

With  my  last  labouri  g  breath  ; 
Then,  speechless,  clasp  Thee  in  my  arms, 
The  antidote  of  death. 

195  Berlin.    8s  &  7s. 

1  TESUS  calls  us  o'er  the  tumult 
tl    Of  our  life's  wild  restless  sea  ; 
Day  by  day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth, 

Saying,  "  Christian,  follow  me." 

2  Jesus  calls  us  from  the  worship 

Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store, — 
From  each  idol  that  would  keep  us. 
Saying,  "  Christian,  love  me  more." 

3  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 

Days  of  toil,  and  hours  of  ea?e, 
Still  lie  c  Is,  in  cares  and  pleasures, 
"  Christian,  love  me  more  than  these." 

4  Jesus  calls  us:   by  Thy  mercies, 

Saviour,  may  we  hear  Thy  call, 

Give  our  hearts  to  Thy  obedience, 

Serve  and  love  Thee  best  of  all. 
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Btnediction.    8s  &  7s,  D. 


1  r\klAj  Jehovah  thy  salvation, 

\J  Rest  beneath  th'  Almighty's  shade; 
In  His  "secret  habitation 

Dwell,  nor  ever  be  dismayed. 
There  no  tumult  can  alarm  thee, 

Thou  shalt  dread  no  hidden  snare  ; 
Guile  nor  violence  can  harm  thee, 

In  eternal  safeguard  there. 

2  From  the  sword  at  noonday  wasting, 

From  the  noisome  pestilence, 
In  the  depth  of  midnight  blasting, 

God  shall  be  thy  sure  defence. 
Fear  not  thou  the  deadly  quiver, 

When  a  thousand  feel  the  blow ; 
Mercy  shall  thy  soul  deliver, 

Though  ten  thousand  be  laid  low. 

3  Since,  with  pure  and  firm  affection, 

'ihou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love, 
"With  the  wings  of  His  protection 

He  will  shield  thee  from  above. 
Thou  shalt  call  on  Him  in  trouble, 

He  will  hearken,  He  will  save ; 
Here,  for  grief  reward  thee  double, — 

Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 

197  Berlin.    8s  &  7s. 

1  C\  OD  is  near  me ;  He  will  cheer  me 
Vj  When  the  waves  of  sorrow  roll ; 
He'll  defend  me,  He  will  lend  me 

Comfort  for  my  troubled  soul. 

2  When  I'm  sinking,  almost  thinking 

That  my  God  ha3  hid  His  face, 
Fears  all  groundless,  mercy  boundless, 
Brighter,  clearer  shines  His  face. 


8  He  hath  spoken  ;  never  broken 
Hath  His  faithful  promise  been  ; 
Loves  me  ever,  fails  me  never, 
Washes  but  my  deepest  siu. 

4  Always  near  me,  ever  cheer  me  ; 
Father,  Saviour,  hear  my  cry  ! 
Comfort  bringing,  keep  me  singing 
Hallelujah,  when  I  die. 

198  Ewing.     7s  &  6s. 

1  T  ORD  of  the  living  harvest, 
Jj     That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain ; 
Accept  these  hands  to  labour, 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love 
And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 

Thy  kingdom  from  above. 

2  As  labourers  in  Thy  vineyard, 

Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  be 
Content  to  bear  the  burden 

Of  wear}7  days  for  Thee. 
We  ask  no  other  wages, 

When  Thou  shalt  call  us  home, 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  Thy  kingdom  come. 

3  Be  with  us,  God  the  Father ; 

Be  with  us,  God  the  Son  ; 
And  God,  the  Holy  Spirit ; 

O  Blessed  Three  in  One  ! 
Make  us  a  Royal  Priesthood, 

Thee  rightly  to  adore, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  fulness, 

Now  and  for  evermore. 


199 


Belmont.     C.  M. 


1  rpO  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 
.!_      Awake  the  sacred  song ; 

Oh,  may  HiB  love,  immortal  flame, 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach. 

What  mortal  tongue  display? 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
In  wonder  dies  away. 

3  He  left  His  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die ! 
Was  ever  love  like  this? 

4  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  Thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
"  The  Saviour  died  for  me." 

6  Oh,  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme, 
Fill  every  heart  and  tongue: 
Till  strangers  love  Thy  charming  name 
And  join  the  sacred  song. 

200  Jackson.     C.  M. 

1  f\  FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
\J     A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ! 

A  heart  that  alwaj-s  feels  Thy  blood, 
So  freely  shed  for  me : 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak"; 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone  : 

3  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Holy  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 


201  Cassell.    7s,  6  lines. 

1  TTOLY  Spirit !  Lord  of  Light ! 

XX.     From  Thy  clear,  celestial  height 
Thy  pure,  beaming  radiance  give ; 
Come,  Thou  Father  of  the  poor ! 
Come,  with  treasures  which  endure ; 
Come,  Thou  Light  of  all  that  live  ! 

2  Thou  of  all  consolers  best, 
Visiting  the  troubled  breast, 
Dost  refreshing  peace  bestow ; 
Thou  in  toil  art  comfort  sweet, 
Pleasant  coolness  in  the  heat, 
Solace  in  the  midst  of  woe. 

3  Light  Immortal !  Light  Divine  ! 
Visit  Thou  these  hearts  of  Thine, 
And  our  inmost  being  fill; 

If  Thou  take  Thy  grace  away, 
Nothing  pure  in  man  will  stay ; 
All  his  good  is  turned  to  ill. 

4  Heal  our  wounds,  our  strength  renew ; 
On  our  dryness  pour  Thy  dew ; 
Wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away : 

Bend  the  stubborn  heart  and  will ; 
Melt  the  frozen,  warm  the  chill; 
Guide  the  steps  that  go  astray. 

5  Thou,  on  those  who  evermore 
Thee  confess  and  Thee  adore, 

In  Thy  sevenfold  gifts,  descend  ; 
Give  them  comfort  M'hen  they  die ; 
Give  them  life  with  Thee  on  high ; 
Give  them  joys  which  never  end. 

202  Rousseau.    8a  &  7a. 
1  T  EAD  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

LJ     O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 

For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee ; 
Yet  possessing  every  blessing, 

If  our  God  our  Father  be. 


2  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us ; 

All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know ; 
Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us, 

Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 
Lone  and  dreary,  faint  and  weary, 

Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 

3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy ; 
Love  with  every  passion  blending, 

Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy: 
Thus  provided,  pardoned,  guided, 

Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 

203  Gildas.     S.  M. 

1  QOW  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

O    ^t  eve  hold  not  thine  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 
Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  The  good,  the  fruitful  ground, 

Expect  not  here  nor  there, 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  by  plots  'tis  found ; 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere. 

3  Thou  know'st  not  which  may  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germs  alive> 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

4  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
•     Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

5  Thence,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God  is  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  cry,  "  Harvest  Home." 
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Vienna.    7s. 


1  T  OVING  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep, 
Jj     Keep  me,  Lord,  in  safety  keep; 
Nothing  can  Thy  power  withstand. 
None  can  pluck  me  from  Thy  hand. 

2  Loving  Shepherd,  Thou  didst  give 
Thine  own  life,  that  I  might  live ; 
May  I  love  Thee  day  by  day ; 
Gladly  Thy  sweet  will  obey. 

3  Loving  Shepherd,  ever  near, 
Teach  me  still  Thy  voice  to  hear 
Suffer  not  my  foot  to  stray 
From  the  strait  and  narrow  way. 

4  Where  Thou  leadest  may  I  go; 
Walking  in  Thy  steps  below; 
Then,  before  Thy  Father's  throne, 
Jesus,  claim  me  for  Thine  own. 

205  Narensa.     8.  M. 

1  nOME,  kingdom  of  our  God ! 

\J     Sweet  reign  of  light  and  love ; 
Shed  peace,  and  hope,  and  joy  abroad, 
And  wisdom  from  above. 

2  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God  ! 

And  make  the  broad  earth  Thine ; 
Stretch  o'er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 
That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 

3  Soon  may  all  tribes  be  blest 

With  fruit  from  Life's  glad  tree; 
And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 
Sons  of  one  family. 

4  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God  ! 

And  raise  Thy  glorious  throne 
In  worlds  by  the  undying  trod, 
Where  God  shall  bless  His  own. 


208  French. 

1  T  HEART)  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Come  unto  Me  and  rest;  • 
Lay  clown,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  My  breast." 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was — 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad  ; 
I* found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  has  made  me  glad 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water — thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  1  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My   thirst   was  quenched,  my  soul  re- 

And  now  I  live  in  Him.  [vived, 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  Light, 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 

207  st-  Michael's.     S.  M. 

1  f\H  Lwhat,  if  we  are  Christ's, 
1/  Is  earthly  shame  or  loss? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be 

When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 

Bitter  the  cup  of  woe,  [blood. 

When    martyred    saints,    baptized     in 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below. 


3  Bright  is  their  glory  now, 

Boundless  their  joy  above, 
Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 

Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain, 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

5  Enough  if  Thou  at  last 

The  word  of  blessing  give, 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 
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Aynhoe.     S.  M. 


1  r\  EVERLASTING  Light! 

I  '     Shine  graciously  within  ; 
Brightest  of  all  on  earth  that's  bright, 
Come,  shine  away  my  sin  ! 

2  0  everlasting  Truth  ; 

Truest  of  all  that's  true ; 
Sure  guide  of  erring  age  or  youth, 
Lead  me  and  teach  me  too ! 

3  0  everlasting  Strength  ! 

Uphold  me  in  the  way ; 
Bring  me,  in  spite  of  foes,  at  length 
To  joy,  and  light,  and  day  ! 

4  0  everlasting  Love  ! 

Well  spring  of  grace  and  peace; 
Pour  down  Thy  fulness  from  above; 
Bid  doubt  and  trouble  cease  ! 

5  0  everlasting  Rest ! 

Lift  off  life's  load  of  care; 
Relieve,  revive  this  burdened  breast, 
And  every  sorrow  bear. 

6  Thou  art  in  heaven  our  all; 

Our  all  on  earth  art  Thou  ; 
Upon  Thy  glorious  Name  we  call, 
Lord  Jesus,  bless  us  now. 
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Ewing.    7  s  &  68. 


1   r\  DAT  of  rest  and  gladness, 
\J     O  day  of  joy  aud  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ! 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

We  view  our  promised  land. 


2  On  thee,  at  the  Creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
On  thee  our  Lord  victorious 

The  Spirit  sent  from  Heaven; 
And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  Gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams; 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

4  May  we,  new  graces  gaining 

From  this  our  da}7  of  rest, 
Attain  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 
And  there  our  voice  upraising 

To  Father  and  to  Sou, 
And  Holy  Ghost,  be  poising 

Ever  the  Three  in  One. 


210  Belmont.    C.  M. 

1  A  BIDE  among  us  with  Thy  grace, 
./\_      Lord  Jesus,  evermore. 

Nor  let  us  e'er  to  sin  give  place, 
Nor  grieve  Him  we  adore. 

2  Abide  among  us  with  Thy  Word, 

Redeemer,  whom  we  love; 
Thy  help  and  mercy  here  afford, 
And  life  with  Thee  above. 

3  Abide  with  us  to  bless  us  stfll, 

O  bounteous  Lord  of  peace,  [fill, 

"With  grace  and   power  our   souls  now 
Our  faith  aud  love  increase. 

4  Abide  with  us  in  faithful  love, 

Our  God  and  Saviour  be, 
Tbv  help 'at  need,  oh  let  us  prove. 
And  keep  us  true  to  Thee. 
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Vesper.    8s  &  "s,  6  lines. 


1  nRACIOUS  Saviour,  holy  Shepherd, 
\JT     Little  ones  are  dear  to  Thee ; 
Gathered  with  Thine  arms,  and  carried 

In  Thy  bosom,  may  they  be 
Sweetly,  fondly,  safely  tended, 
From  all  want  aud  danger  free. 

2  Tender  Shepherd,  never  leave  them, 

From  Thy  fold  to  go  astray ; 
By  Thy  warning  love  directed, 

May  they  walk  the  narrow  way: 
Thus  direct  them,  thus  defend  them, 

Lest  they  fall  an  easy  prey. 

3  Let  Thy  Holy  Word  instruct  them ; 

Fill  their  minds  with  heavenly  light ; 
Let  Thy  love  and  grace  constrain  them, 

To  approve  whate'er  is  right ; 
Let  them  feel  Thy  yoke  is  easy, 

Let  them  prove  Thy  burden  light. 


4  Taught  to  lisp  the  holy  praises 

Which  on  earth  Thy  ch'ldren  sin^. 

With  both  lips  and  hearts  unfeigned, 
Glad  thank-offerings,  may  they  bring, 

Then  with  all  Thy  saints  in  glory. 
Join  to  praise  their  Lord  and  King. 

212  Dresden.     5355.  10.  11.  11.  10. 

1  EVENING  and  morning. 
|j     Sunset  anil  dawning, 
Wealth,  peace,  and  gladness. 
Comfort  in  sadness,  [Thine 

These  are  Thy  works;  all   the  glory  be 

Times  without  number, 

Awake  or  iu  slumber, 

Thine  eye  observes  us, 

From  dinger  preserves  us, 
Causing  Thy  mercy  upon  us  to  shine. 

2  Father,  0  hear  me  ! 
Pardon  and  spare  me  ! 
Quench  all  my  terrors, 

Blot  out  my  errors,  [be  scanned. 

That  by  Thine  eyes  they  may  no  more 

Order  my  going3, 

Direct  all  my  doings; 

As  it  may  please  Thee, 

Retain  or  release  me — 
All  I  commit  to  Thy  fatherly  hand. 

3  Griefs  of  God's  sending, 
All  have  an  ending; 
Clouds  may  be  pouring, 

Wind  and  wave  roaring,  [has  passed. 
Sunshine  will  come  when  the  tempest 

Joys  still  increasing, 

And  peace  never  ceasing  ; 

Faith  lost  in  vision, 

And  Hope  in  fruition —  [last. 

These  are  the  joys  which  I  look  for  at 
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Bedford.    C.  M. 


1  r\  GOD,  by  whom  the  seed  is  <riven, 
\  7      By  wlmm  the  harvest,  blest; 
Whose  word,  like  nuinna  showered  from 

Is  planted  iu  our  breast:         [heaven, 

2  Preserve  it  from  the  pas  ing  feet, 

And  plunderers  of  the  air; 

The  sultry  sun's  intenser  heat, 

And  weeds  of  worldly  care. 

3  Though  buried  de<  p,  or  thinly  strown, 

Do  Thou  Thy  irrace  supply  ; 
The  hope  in  earthly  furrows  sown 
Shall  ripen  in  the  sky. 
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Innocents 


1  PRE  another  Sabbath's  close, 
I  'j      Ere  again  we  seek  repose, 

Lord  !  our  song  ascends  to  Thee, 
At  Thy  feet  we  bow  the  knee. 

2  For  the  mercies  of  the  daj',  « 
For  this  rest  upon  our  way, 
Thanks  to  Thee  alone  be  given, 
Lord  of  earth,  and  King  of  heaven. 

3  Cold  our  services  have  been  ; 
Mingled  all  our  prayers  with  sin  ; 
But  Thou  canst  aud  wilt  forgive ; 
By  Thy  grace  alone  we  live. 

4  Whilst  this  thorny  path  we  tread, 
May  Thy  love  our  footsteps  lead; 
When  our  journey  here  is  past, 
May  we  rest  with  Thee  at  last ! 

5  Let  these  earthly  Sabbaths  prove 
Foretastes  of  our  joys  above ; 
While  their  steps  Thy  pilgrims  bend 
To  the  rest  which  knows  no  end. 


215  Broadlands.     6s.  D. 

1  rpHY  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 
Smooth  let  it  be  or  rough, 
It  will  be  still  the  best; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leada 
Right  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 
I  would  not,  if  I  might: 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  1  seek 
Is  Thine;  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

3  Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 
With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem ; 
Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

•      Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom  and  my  all. 
216  St.  Matthias.    L.  M.,  6  lines. 

1  n  WEET  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go ; 
(O     Thy  Word  into  our  minds  instil ; 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 
With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 
Through  life's   long    day    and   death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  Light. 

2  The  day  is  gone,  its  hours  have  run, 
And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all, 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 
Through  life's  long   day   and    death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  Light. 


3  Do  more  than  pardon ;  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear,  and  sober  liberty, 
And  simple  hearts  without  alloy, 
That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 
Through   life's  long   day   and    death's 

dark  night. 
0  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  Light. 

4  Labour  is  sweet,  for  Thou  hast  toiled ; 
And  care  is  light,  for  Thou  hast  cared ; 
Ah  !  never  let  our  works  be  soiled 
With  strife,  or  by  deceit  ensnared. 
Through   life's   long   day   and    death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  Light. 
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Wittxmberg.    7  s  &  6s. 


1  f\  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims, 
\J  if  onward  ye  will  tread, 
With  Jesus  as  your  Fellow, 

To  Jesus  as  your  Head ! 

2  O  happy,  if  ye  labour 

As  Jesus  did  for  men : 
0  happy,  if  ye  hunger 
As  Jesus  numbered  then  ! 

3  The  cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due ; 
The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth, 
He  weareth  it  for  you. 

4  The  trials  that  beset  you, 

The  sorrows  ye  endure, 
The  manifold  temptations 
That  death  alone  can  cure, — 

5  What  are  they,  but  His  jewels, 

Of  right  celestial  worth  ! 
What  are  they,  but  the  ladder 
Set  up  to  heaven  on  earth  ! 

6  0  happy  band  of  pilgrims, 

Look  upward  to  the  skies. 
Where  such  u  light  affliction 
Shall  wia  you  such  a  prize. 
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Gildas.    S.  M 


1  "|TY  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 
111     My  God,  I  wish  them  there ; 
My  life,  my  soul,  my  all,  I  leave 

Entirely  to  Thy  care. 

2  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 

Whatever  they  may  be; 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  Thee. 

3  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 

Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear  ? 
A  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 

4  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand, — 

Jesus  the  Crucified ! 
The  hand  my  many  sins  have  pierced, 
Is  now  my  guard  and  guide. 

5  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 

I'll  always  trust  to  Thee, 
Till  I  possess  the  promised  land, 
And  all  Thy  glory  see. 

219  Netley.    S.  M.,  8  lines. 

1  T71ATHER,  my  spirit  search, 
J;      Reveal  my  needs  to  me  ; 

As  now,  a  teacher  in  Thy  Church, 

I  give  myself  to  Thee. 
Teach  me  to  love  Thy  Word, 

Teach  me  to  do  Thy  will ; 
With  earnest  labours  for  my  Lord, 

Help  me  my  life  to  fill. 

2  Thy  lambs  Thou  bidd'st  me  feed ; 

Feed  me,  0  Shepherd  mine ; 
If  led  by  Thee,  then  may  I  lead 

My  flock  in  paths  divine. 
I  give  my  life  to  Thee : 

Forgive  the  guilty  past, 
And  dwell  Thyself,  0  Christ,  in  rue, 

And  give  me  heaven  at  last. 
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